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A 

POETICAL, SERIOUS, 

AMD 

POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT, 

EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 



w 



^HILE Frakce, for freedom mad, invades thy 
r^hts,^ 

Aud pours her miUioas o'er the world, like mites ; 
Knocks the poor growling German o'er the fnout^ 
And threatens hard the man of cheefe and grout ; 
Gives poor Sardinia's Monarch a black eye. 
And makes the Nimrod King of Naplss cry ; 
What's worfe too, threatens poor Loretto's ihrine. 
Where the good Virgin goes each day fo * fine, 
Threatens to tear the muflin from her head, 
And put the f cap of flannel in its ftead ; 
Where is th* Ahnighty*s Man, the Church's hope, 
Prince of falvation, Peter's heir, the Pope? 
O thou, the true defcendant of Saint Peter, 
In very anger, lo ! I pen thi$ metre! 
There was a time when Popes behav'd with fpirit-» 
But nought, iave indolence, doft thou inherit. 
Go., ope thy churches, convents, all thy chapels, 
Since Atheifin with the true Rdi^on grapples $ 

* She hstt a draft for criery day in the year, 
f The cap of Liberty. 

Vol IIL C Think 
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6 EPISTLB TO THE VOTE. 

Think of thy Anceftors fo great of yore, ^ 
And bid thy noble Bull as ufual roar ; 

They whofe ftern looks could make an Emp'ror cowY, 
And Kings like fchoolboys fhudder at their-pow'r. 
Moft dangerous are the times— I fcorn to flatter- 
Then ope thy C2|tara6ls of holy water ; 
Gather thy crucifixes, wood, brafs, ftones ; 
Bid the dark catacombs difgorge their bones j 
Create new regiments of Saints for fight ; 
And chace the gathering gloom of Pagan night. 
See * France againft.her rightful Lord rebel! 
And fee ! her Satan banifh'd from his hell ! 
Blind wretch ! now juftly fufF*ring for her evil ! 
For what are States, without 5 King and Devii. ? 
A pair fo fweetly fuited to controul ! 
Th' infurgent body, one ; and one, the foul. 
To thee (thy flaves) the Miracles belong ; * 
As Mufic waits on Lapy Mary's tongue, 
Humility on K— , void of art ; ' 

As melting mercy Itan^s on B ■ 's heart. 
If marvels by thine anceftors were done, 
Why not performed, in God*s name, bythe fon ? 
' AsBecket, that good Saint, fublimely rode, 
Thoughtlefs of infult, through the town of Str1>de, 
What did the Mob ? — Attacked his horfe's rump, 
And cut the tail fo flowing, to the flump ; 
What does the Saint ?— G^oth he, " For this vile trick, 
*« The town of Strode fhall heartily be^ck." 
And, lo ! by pow'r divine a curfe prevails ! 
The babes of Strode are bom with horfes tails ! 

Lodg'd in the talons of a famiih'd kite, / 

And jufl about to bid the world good night, 
A gentle Go(lin on Saint Thomas caU'd ! 
At once the feather'd Tyrant look'd appall'd ; 

Tne iMit^oi does not mean to trea^ with unfeeling ridicule the Fate 
of the unfortunate Louis^ but merdy to notice the cztin&ion of Mo- - 
narch)^ and Religion in France. 

5 Sudden 
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EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 7 

Sudden his iron claw grew nervelefs, loofc, 
And dropp'd the fweet believing Babe of Gooft, 
Such was the pow'r of Saints, though dead and rotten, 
By thee (one verily would think) forgotten : 
T^hen, prithee, do at once thy bcft endeavour. 
As all the Saints are wonderful as ever. 
Saint Dunstan can'd the Devil, the ftory goes, 
And pinch'd with red- hot tongs the Imp's black nofc : 
In vain he fwore, and roar'd, and danc*d about- 
Sore was his back, and roafled was his fnqut. 
The pow*r he boafted, to his bones aregiv'n : 
Such is the gift of Saints, when lodg'd in Heav'n. 

Hear with what blafphemy this France behaves ! 
** Rome, I defpife thee : all thy Popes are knaves; 
" Thy Cardinals and Priefts the earth encumber — 
** Avaunt the Saints, and ail fuch holy lumber ! 
** Chop off their h^ds ; away the legs and toes : 
** Away the wonder-working tooth and nofe : 
** Away the wonder-working eyes and tears, 
" The vile impofture of a thoufand years ! 
*• Calves heads, pigs pettitoes, perform as well^ 
*f Raife from the dead, and plagues and devils expel. 
** Saint Genevieve no longer is divine — 
** The wife Parilians mock her worm-gnaw 'd fhrine ; 
** Whofe coffin-planks that could fuch awe infpire, 
** May eo to light the kitchen-wench*s fire. 
** Saint Tail, Saint Whip, Saint Guillotine, Saint Rope, 
" Poflefs (we think) more virtue than the Pope. 
** My woolcomber, my fadler, and my hatter, 
" No more Saint iBlaize, Saint James, Saint Saviour, 

« flatter: 
" My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier, 
** My fiflimonger, my butcher, baker, currier^ 
" And^ke a hundred trades befides, no more 
•* Bow to thofe marvel-mongers, and adore.* 
« Hang me;' the Barber cries, « if I'm the fool 
'* To trim for nought the Virgin Mary's poll !*' 

* Every trade has its Saint* 

2 « Burn 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



8 £PISTtE TO THP POPK. 

•* Burn mc,*' cries Crifpb, " if T don't refufe 

*• To find die gentlewoman in her fhoes !*' 

** Curfe me," the Mercer cries, " if / give gowns^ 

" To be the laughing-ftock of all our towns !" 

** Damn me," the Hofier roars, " if 'tis not Ihocking, 

*• That I fhould give the woman's legs a flocking I" 

** And why," the linen man exclaims, " a pox, 

•* Should I, forfooth, be forc'd to find her fmocks?" 

*^ No more fhall bumpkins near the altar place 

" Fair veal and mutton, for th' Alniighty's grace ; 

*^ Grace to increafe the loves of bulls and rams, 

•* And make more families of calves and lambs; 

" No more lliall capons too for grace be fwapp'd, 

*' By priefls addr'd, and in a twinkling fnapp'd. 

" My bumpkins, once fuch fools, think wifer now^ 

** That God without fieir aid can ifle/s the cow, 

" With due fertility the poultry keep, 

" -And kindle lovefufficient for the llieep. 

*• On their pad folly with amaze they flare, 

*' And mock the folemn mummery of pray'r.. 

*' No more on Anthony's once ballow'd feafl 

*« The horfe and afs fhall travel, to be bleft ; 

*' No more fhall Hodge's prong and fhovelilart, 

*' Boot, faddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and cart; 

*' No more in Lent fhall wifer Frenchmen flarve, 

" While God affords them a good fowl to carve. 

** Away with fafls — 2l/ooI could only hatch 'em — 

•* Frenchmen, eat fowls, wherever you can catch 'em. 

** Let not the fear of hell your jaws controul— 

** A capon (trufl me) never damh'd a foul, 

n" Heav'n kindly fends to man the things man choofes ; 

" And he's an impious blockhead who refufes. 

•* Melt all the bells to cannon with their grace ; 

** And, 'flead of Demons, let them Auflriahs chace* 

** Away with relics, holy water, oils, 

** At which Credulity herfelf recoils ! 

♦* Lo ! Kellerman's and Custine's gun-clad po^^'r 

«* W^ill do rriore wonders with their iron fhow'r, 

** Than all the Saints and crofles of the nation, 

<' Since Saints and crofTes grew a foolifb fafhion. 

« Let 
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EPrsTLE TO THB POP«, 9 

** Let crucibles and crucifixes join, 

** And filver Saints perform their feats In coin ; 

•* Make a good rubber of the Virgin's wig— 

** Out with her ear-rings, and the Dame unrig; 

•* Sell off her gowns and petticoats of gold ! 

" Apiece of timber need not fear the cold. 

** Out with the Priefts, to luft's wild frenzy fed, 

•* Who put the bridegroom and the bride to bed j 

** One eye to Heav'n with fan(5lity apply'd, 

" The other leering on the blufhful ^nde ; 

** Who loads her in hot fancy with c^reiTes, 

** And cuckolds the poor bridegroom as he blefTes ! 

** Perifh the mafTes for a burning foul, 

" That never yet extinguifh'd half a coal ! 

" No more for fins let pilgrims vifit Rome— 

" Th' Almighty can forgive a rogue at home. ' 

** Strike me that purgatory from our creed— 

** Heav'n wants not fire to clarify the dead, 

** Break me old Januarius's bottle; 

'* And let Contempt the old impoflor throttle ! 

*^ A truge to pray'rs for Saints in Heav'n to hear-— 

** *Tis idle — iince not one of them is there. 

*^ Away yitli benedidions — canting matter ! 

** A horfepond is as good as holy water. 

** Unvdl the Nuns, and u/eful make their charms ; 

** And let their prifon be a Lover's arms. 

•* I fcout your Porter Peteji and his keys, 

.** That ope to ev'ry rogue a Pope fhall pleafe. 

" Avaunt the inftitutions that enjlave I 

** The man who thought of marriage was a knave; 

** Rais'd a hugp cannon againft human blifs, 

" And fpoil'd that firft of joys, the rapturous kifs ; . 

** Delicious novelty from' Beauty drove, 

•* And made the gloomy (late the tomb of Love ; 

** To di/cord turning what had charm* dtht ear : 

** Converting Burgundy, to four fmall-beer. 

** Thus from his bright domain a Sun is huri'd, 

" To gild a pin-hole, that fhould light a world. 

** Exulting RjE a SON from her bondage forings, 

** Claims Heav'n's wide range, and fpreads her eagle 



** wings; 
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to CTiSTtt T*o mi ron. 

" While Superstition, lodg'd with bats and ow% 
•♦ With Horror, and the hopelefi liianiac, howb."^ 
Thus crieth France ! 

Thus iNFiDEi.iT'f walks bold abroad, 
And, 'ftead of Faith, the Cherub, fee a taaJf 
Such is th' impiety of France, alas ! 
And (halt fuch blafphemy unpunifti'd pafs? 
No ! — for the honour of Religion, rife, 
And flaih con vidion on their mifcreant eyes. 
The French are devils— devils— -downright devils ; 
In heivenly ^heat, accursed deftruiSlive weevils I 
Abominations ! Atheifts, to a man ; 
Rogues that convert the fineft ffour to bran; 
In Vice's drunken cup for ever guzzling ; 

{ufl like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuzzling* 
know the rafcals have a fin in pttUy 
To rob the holy Lady of Lorett<J ; 
Attack her temple with their gim's, fo warrifh. 
And thnift the Gentlewoman on the pariih — 
A Lady all fo graceful, gay, and rich. 
With gems and wdnders lddg*d in every ftitch. 
Heir ot SAitfT Peter, kindle then thine ire, 
And bid France feel thy apoflolic fife \ _ 
Think of the quantity of facred wood 
Thy treafuries can launch into the flood ; 
What fhips the holy manger can create ! 
At leaft a dozen or the largeft rate— 
And, lo I enough of fweet Saint Martha^s ha!r, 
To rig this dozen mighty ihips of war. 
Our Saviour*s pap-lpdon, that a worid adores, 
Would rnake a hundred thoufand pair of oars. 
Gather the Aohes thdt kncH:k'd down poor Saint 

Stephen, 
And fling at Frenchmen in the niame of Heav'n ; 
Bring forth the thou&nds of S'aint Catherine's nails, 
That ev*ry converit, chjurch^ and chapel hails*-* 
For ftormS, uncoA'the feottled fighs of Martyrs, 
And blow the ^dgues to earth's remotefi quarters. 

Such 
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EyiStLB to TlfB M?t. 11 

Such relicks, of good mother Cuukch the pride. 
How would they currycomb a Frenchman's hide ! 
Son of the Church, again I fay, ariie, 
And flafh new marvels in their (inner eyes ; 
With teeth and jawbones on thy lioly bkck, 
Thumbs, dingers, knucklebones, to fill a fack ; 
With joints of rump and loins, and heels and toes, 
Begin thy march, and meet thy atheift foes ; 
Struck with a panic (liall the villains leap, 
And fly thy preferice, like a flock of flieep. 
Thu s fliall the Rebels to Religion yield. 
And thou with holy triumph keep the field. 

Thus in Jamaica, once upon a time, 
(Ah ! well remember'd by the man of rhyme !) 
Q^AKo, high prieft of all the Negro nation, 
And full of Negro faith in conjuration, 
LiOaded his jackafs deep with wonder-bags 
Of monkeys teeth, glafs, hprfe-hair, and red * rag*; 
When forth they march'd — ^a goodly, folemn pace, 
To pour deftru6tion on the Chriftian race; 
To lend the hufbands to th' infernal (hades. 
Hug then- dear wives, and ravifh the fair maids ; 
To bring God Mumbo JuAibo into vogue, 
And fandify the names of wh — • and roeue ! 
By Fortune's foot behold the fcheme disjointed ; 
Andj lo! the Black AposTLB,'<iifappoiiited! 
But, mark ! this difference, to the world's furprife^ 
Between your Holiness and Quako lies :— * 
O'er France (no more an unbelieving fbe, 
Who bought their rftlicks, and ador'd thy toe) 
Divine dominion Ihait thou ftretch, O Pope, 
While lucklefs Quako only ftretch'd— a rope. 

Where is the Prieft that cannot curfe a rat, 
A weafel, locufl, grafshoppcr, and|;nat?-— 
Ji journeymen can curfe the reptile clan, 
The matter certainly can curie a man. 

* Thefe little bagt .ire called by the Kegroes, Qbia^ and are fupjiofisd 
U be foftfed of great witchcraft virtues* 

Father 
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Jl EPISTLE TO THE POFB. 

Father of Miracles, then ftir thy flumps, 

And break the legs of Si n, that takes fuch jumps ; 

Fall not upon thy face, and cur-like yelp ; 

And, panting, panic-ftricken, cry — "God help!" 

To ihow that pray'r alone will not avail. 

The Mufe Ihall finifh with a well-known talc. 



THE 

WAGGONER AND JUPITER. 

A LUCKLESS waggon roird into a flough — 

Clod fcratch*d his head, and growPd, and knit his brow ; 

But what avail'd it ? — Fail the waggon lay. 
Now Clod imagined, like an idle lout, 
A pray'r or two might help the prisoner out ; 

Then unto Jupiter he howPd away. 

** How now ! you lazy lubber !" cry*d the god— 
•* Clap to the wheel your flioulder, Mafter Clod ;^ 

** And (mind me) let your horfes be well flogg*d.*' 
Clod tooK th' advice, exerted all his flrength : 
The waggon mov'd, and mov'd ; and, lo ! at4ength| 

Forc'd from the quagmire, on again it jogg'd. 

Such is the fimple tale, O man of God ! 
Qo thou, and imitate the bumpkin Clod. 

I do not call vour Holiness a luhber ; 
But let me tell thee, in an eafy way. 
Contrive with fkill this game of Saints to play ; 

Thou'lt beat thy anceftors, and^win the rubber. 



ADVER. 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER. 

Juft as Ihadfinijhedmy Epifile^ it ftruck me that his /W/- 
nefs kept a bad houfe at Rome — Marvelling Reader^ no* 
thing lefs than a large B-iOi/y Hbu/e^ f^^^ which he de* 
rives an immenjity vf impure emolument : fo that this great 
Son of the Churchy God*s Vicegerent upon earthy taxet 
femcde fl^^ winks at fornication^ and confequently pro* 
motes the caufe of carnality. Thus is a freat command'^ 
ment broken^ and lafcivioufnefs become JanSiioned by the 
Succejffhr of the Apofolic Peter. From this fad circum^ 
fiance probably the BonCy Wood^ and Metal ConduHort 
of Miracle^ like the Eleilric Machifte in foul weather^ 
will not anjwer fo well : and confequently a dif appoint ^ 
ment may attend the experiments. The Bard^ therefore^ 
wijhing the Moral Hemifphere to be as clear as fhjfible^ 
very properly addreffes a pair of reprimanding Odes to 
his Holinefs on the occafum^ in fanguine hopes of a rrfor^ 
mation. 



ODE I. 

T ET me coxifefs that Beauty is deliciotis ; 

^^ To clafp k in our arms, 15 nice — but vicious t 

That is to fay, unlawful hugs — carefles 

Which want thofe bonds" which God Ahnighty bieflcs. 

I do not lav that we fliould not embrace : 

Wc may — ^but then it fhould be done with grace : 

The flefh fhould fcarce be thought of-^erc's the merit : 

Sweet are the palpitations of the fpirit ! 

Pure arc indeed the kiffes of th* upright 5 
So fimple, meek, and fanAified, and flight { 

(ha 
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Good mgi {ofoftly prefs the virgin lip I 
But ivickeJ man ! what does he, carnal wrench. 
Withal! his horfe-like paffions on full ftretch ? 

The mouth, fwcet cup of kiffes, fcorns tojtp^- 

But with the fpicey ne<ftar waxing warm, 

The knave gets drunk upon the pouting charm ; 

Seizes the damfel round the waift fo handy ; 
And, as I've faid before, gets drunk, the beaft, 
Like aldermen, the guttlers at a feaft : 

For ladies* lips are cherries fleep'd in brandy, 

The flaxen ringlets, and the fwelling breaft ; 
The cheek of bloom ; the lip, delightful neft 

Of balmy kifles, moift with rich defires ; 
The burning IJufhes, and the panting heart ; 
The yielding wifhes that the eyes impart, 

O^ in our bofom kindle glafs-houfe fires. 

Oh ! fliun the tempting net that Satan fpins ! 
The higheft pleafures are the deepeft fins ! 
3Voman*s a tovely animal, 'tis true — 

Too well, indeed, the lawlefs paflions know it-^ 
Unbridled rogues, that wild the charm purfue, 

And madly with the fcythe of ruin mow it— 

Thus giving it of death the wicked wound — 
A tender flow'r ftretch'd fweetly on the ground ! 

" Ware lark,*' the fportfman to his pointer cries j 
Befigning him for partridge — nobler game. 

As the foul's partridge is the ikies, 
V Ware girl," Ihould Piety exclaim. 

Bleft is the fimple man by virtue fway'd. 
Who wifhful burns not for the blooming maid ; 

Whofe pulfes calm as fleepine puppies lie; 
, Who ruiheth no^t to prey upou her charms, 
Full of Love's mad emotions, road alarms, 

Juft like a ^unifii'd fpidei" on a fly," 
That in the tyrants' claws refigns its breath, 
'Unhappy humming till it fleeps in death. 



Bleft 
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ODES TO THE POPE. Xj 

Bled is the man who marks the cherry lipi 
And figheth not the neftar'd fweets to fip, 

Nor prefs the heaving hills of pureft fnow;' 
Who marks the love-alluring waifl (o taper. 
Without one wi(h, or pulfe*s fingle caper, 

And to his hurrying paffions cries out, " No ! 
" Stop, ifyoupleafe, young imps, your hot career, 
*' And ihun the precipice of fate fo near ; 
** Draw in, or, with the horfes of the Sun,' 
** You drive, like Phaeton, to be undone.'* 

O Pope, I Ve heard, that, when a Friar, 
(And Fame, in this, is not a liar) 

Thou oft didft fmuggle beauty to thy cell. 
And, 'dead of flogging thy own fitiful back, 
Pidft give a fwect Italian girl the fmack — 

The /mach indeed of Love that Iea4 to Hell ! 

And, lo ! thou finrier. Pope, inflead 
Of counting ev'ry facred bead. 

Thou wickedly didft count the damfePs charms : 
Inftead of clafping the moft holy crofs, 
Such was of €m6kity thy lofs. 

Thou fqueczed'ft mortal limbs amidft thy anQS : 
Inftead of kiffing the moft facred wood. 
La, were thy lips defil'd by fiefti and blood ! 

Inftead of pfalmody, the ikies to greet, * 

In finfiil catches didft thou deal, and glee ; 

And, lo ! to put the angels in a fweat. 

Thou dandled'ft the young harlot on thy knee^^ 

Singing that wanton fong of ftiame, 

** A lovely lafs to a friar came !" 

Inftead of begging gracious Hcav'n, 
For all thy fins to be forgiv'n. 

Ready wert thou to manu feature more ! * 
Thv paffions, ev'ry one a mutineer, 
Juft like a calk of cyder, ale, or beer, •* 

Fermenting, frothing, friiking, foarning o*er* 

The 
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The fongs of harlots to thine ear, 

So iull of witchery, were dear, \ 

And bofom of delire that hook'd tliine eye ! 
Dear as a murder to a certain Judge, 
A well-known wight who feems to grudge 

Life and enjoyment to a fly : 

Who, fond of hanging, robs the very cats. 
And on a gibbet mounts his c;aptive rats 

And moles. 
To look like dangling men and maids, poor fouls ! 

Inflcad of loudly crying, . " t.et us pray," 

Thou, in thy twilieht cell fo ihug,^ 
Didfi to an armfuU of rich beauty fay, 

In whifper foft, ** Bettih a, let us hug." 

Inftead of turning upwards thy two eyes 
Devoutly, for a bfeffing from the fldes ; 
What was thy moft unhallow'd aftion ? Oh ! 
Vile did^^ thou cgft thofe eyes on things below. 



ODE 11. 

npHE world was never wkkedcr than now— 

^ Wedlock abus^d-^her bond pronouuc'd a j^ ; 

A wife call'd vilely * cv'ry body's cow, 

^ A canifier, or bone to a dog's tail !' 
What dare not knaves of this degenerate day. 
Of marriage, decent faallow'd marriage, fay? 

** Wedlock's a heavy piece of beef* the rump ! 
"Returns to table, haih'd, and ftew'd, and fry'd, 
** And in the flo|;nach, much to lead aUy'd, 

** A hard, unpleafant^ undigefted himp. 

^f But fornication ev'ryman enjoys— 

^ A imartanclKivy faadwicb-^i^t ne'er cloys— 

A hnne 
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** A ionne ^mde men arc ready to devour'^ 
^ Swallowing a neat half dozen in an hour. 
*' Wedlock," they cry, ^'4$ a hard pinching boot, 
** But fornication is an eafy ihoe — 
** Thefirftwo*nt,fuit; 
" It woVt do, 

** A girl of pleafure's a light jbwling-ptece«^ 
** With this you follow up your game with eafe : 

** That heavy lump, a w^^, (confound her !) 
" Makes the bones crack, 
^ ' Aiid feems, upon the fportman's breaking back, 

** A lumb'ring eighteen pounder. 

** One is a fummer-hottfe, fo neat and trim, 
** To vifit afternoons for Pleasure's whim ; 

^* So airy, like a butterfly fo light : 
^ The ot^efy an old caftle with huge walls— 
** Where Melancholy mopes amid the halls, 

" Wrapped in the doleful dufky veil of Night.** 

Then, PoFE^ on fornication turn thy back: 
Oh, let it feel the thunder, of attack ! 

Moft dangerous is this habit, Sir, of finning : 
Hang all the Bawds ; for wherc's a greater vice. 
Than taking in young creatures, all fo nice? 

And yet to them, 'tis merely knitting, fpinning— 
No more I 
Although the innocent is made a wh— . 

With jull as much fang-froi/iy as at'their Ihaps 
The butchers fell rump-fteaks, or mutton-chops, 

Or cooks ferve up a fifh, with flt ill difplay'd, 
So an old Abbefs, for the rattling rakes, 
A tempting difli of human nature makes. 

And drelTes up a lufcious maid : 
I rather Ihould have faid, indeed, »«drefles^ 
To pleafe a youth's unfan6liiied carefles. 

Thus, in the pra<?lices of flefhy evil, 

They're off upon a gallop to thedcvil^ . , 

Vol. m. . D Yet 
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let deem themlelves, poor dupes, cockfure of Heav'n ; 
As though Salvation could to bawds be giv'iiy 
To jades encouraging thofe rebel fires, 
Pepper'd propenfities, and fait defires ; 
Curs'd \}y the Bible, if we truft tranflators ; , 
Which £iyeth, *• Woe be to all fornicators I" 

At Rome, each hour, are horrid a^bions done ! 

By /^« approved, thou dar 'ft not. Pope, deny: 
Yes, yes, the lawlefs places are well known, 

Where youth for venal pleafures madly fly, 
Bargain for beauteous charm, and pick, and aill it, 
As at a poulterer's Betty turns a pullet. 

I like examples of a wicked aA— 

Take, therefore, Reader, from the Baod a faft. 

An old Frocurefs groaning, iighiiig, dying, • 
A rake-hell entprs the old Beldame's room-^ 
** Hae, mother ! .thinking sm the day pf .doom ? 

** Hae— dam'me, flabb'ring, whining, praying, crying? 
** Well, mothfT ! what young filly ha5 thou got, 
•* To givp A jjpi^kmaa .a little jjot ?" 

'* OCaptaS% praff, your idle noafenie ceafe^ 
** And fell poor ^Id fcuJ depart in p«ce ! 
•* WMt flvjcfepd ^things thf dev'l puts in your head ! 
^ Whcrp f»n you hopp to go when you are dead ?'* 

<* How now, old Beldame f—ihamming Heav'n with 

praying ! 
" Come, come, to bus'nefs— don't keep fuch a braying ; 
** Let's fee your ftufF— come. Beldame, (how your ware; . 
** Some little Phillis, frelh from country air." 

m 

«* O Captain, how unpioujly vou prate ! 

** Well, well, I fee there's no refitting fate; 

** Go, go to the next room, and there's a bed— 
•• And fuch a charming creature iu't — fuch grace ! 
•» Such fweet fimplidty ! znd/uck a face !— 

** Captaioi you are a devil — you are, indeed. 

' • , « I thank 
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** I thank, my ftars that nought f»y confciencc twits ; 

" Which to my parting iSuldoth joy afford. 
** O Captain ! Captain \ what, for nice young' 77//, 

" What will you do, when I am with' the Lord ?*' 

HEPIECTIOK. 

Such was the hA ! thus was this Bawd perfuaded, 
Hcav»n*8 malfy door would not be barricaded ! 
Sure, in her mind, that Pet eh would unlock h t 
Thus had her foul thy paflport in its pocke(. 



Thu^i tie Author has fofeverefy reprimanded His HoLf- 
. NESS fmr his hicmtinency^ he^ with the utmoft candour^ fuj* 
-feReth Ids won frailty.' 



ODE TO INNOCENCE. 

. Q NYMPH of meek and blufhful mien, 
^^ Lone wandYer of the rural fcene, 

Who loveft not the city's buttling found, 
But in the ftill and fimple vale 
Art pleased to hear the turtle's tale, 

'Mid the gay minftrelfy that floats around ! 

Now on the bank, amid the funny beam, 
I fee thee mark the natives of the ftream', 

That br^k the dimpling furface with delight ; 
Now fee thee pjtying a poor captive Fly, 
Snapp'd from the lov'd companions of his joy, 

And, fwallow'd, fink beneath the gulph of nighu 

Now fee thee, in the humming golden hour, 
Obfervantof theBee, from flow'r to flow'r, 

That loads with varied balm his little thighs, 
To guard againft chill winter's iarhifti'd day, * 
When rains defcend, and clouds obfcure the ray, ^ 

And tempeits pour their thunder through the fkies. 

D % Now 
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Now fee thee happy, with the fweetell fmile, 
Attetitive ftretch'd along the fragrant foil ; 

Beholding the fmali myriads of the plain, 
The pifrrires, fon^e upon their funny hills. 
Some thirfty wand'ring to the cryftal rills, 

Some loaded, bringing back the fhowy grain : 

So like the lab'ring fwalns, who yet look dowa 
Contemptuous on their toils and tiny town ! 

Now fee thee playful chafe the child of fpring. 
The winnowing Butterfly with painted wing, 

That bufy flickers on from bloom to bloom : 
Purfuing wildly now a favorite Fair, 
Circling- amid the golden realm of air," 

And leaving, all for/wtf, the pea's perfume. 

Now fee thee peeping on the fecret neft. 
Where fits the parent Wren in patient reft ; 

While at her fide her feather'd partner fings ; 
Chaunts his .ffiort note, to charm her nurfing day ; 
Now for his loves purfues his airy way, 

And now with food returns on cheerful wings. 

Pleas'd could I fit with tl;iee, O nymph fo fwcet, 
And hear the happy flocks around thee bhat ; 

Aftd mark their'ikipping fports along the land j 
Now hear thee to a fev'rite lambkin f|,eak, 
Who wanton ftretches forth his woolly neck, 

And plucks the fragrant herbage irom thy liand. 

Thus could I dU'ell with thee for many an hour : 
Yet, fliould a rural Venus from her bow'r 

Step forth with bofom bare, and beaming eye, 
And flaxen locks, luxuriant rofe-clad cheek. 
And purple lip, and dimpled chin fo fleek, 

And archly heave the iove-feducing figh : 

>^nd cry, " Come hhhcr, fwain — be not afraid ; 
** Embrace the -z*:*/*/, and quit the /wy^s' maid"— 



I vtrih 
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I verify believe that I ihould^# .• 
Yet, parting, fhoold I fay to thee» ••Tarewcll— 
" I cannot help it— Witch praft's in her cell— 

•* The Passions like to be where tempefts blow---^ 
^ Go, Girl, enjoy thy fiili, and flies, and doves ; 
** But fuffier me to wanton with the Loves,** 

Thus (Iiopid I ad— excufe me, charming Saint : 
An imp am I, in Virtu b's caufe Co faint ; 

Like David in his youth, a lawlefs fwain ! 
Preferring (let me own with bluihing fece) 
The ftorms of Passion to the calms of Grace-^ 

One ounce of pUafure to a pound olpain^ 



©5 PATHETIC 
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PATHETIC ODES. 



TH5 

DUKE OF RICHMOND'S DOQ 
THUNDER, . 
AND THE WIDOW'S PIGS : 

A TALE. 

fHE POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT. 

ODE TO CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS. 

ODE TO EASTERN TYRANTS. 

THE FROQS AND JUPITER, 

▲ VABLH. 

THE DIAMOND PIN AND CANDLE^ 

A VABLS. 

rnFSUN.AND THE VEACOCK, 

. A FABLS. 



Far off the Hero bleeds in Brighton Wars. 

At Icaft his Horfc*s ribi fo glorious blec3 j 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and fcars^ 

He flies and 'rallies on his boundih^ fteed. 



yGooQle 



EPISTLE DEDICATORY^ 

TO* 

HIS GRACE THE 

DVKB OF RICHMOND. 



SIR, 
Y^UR Grace's well-known accomplifBrnents r your 
^ Grace's well-known liberality j your Grace's well* 
known love of iham -fights ; /our Grace's weU-known- 
Fage for Public Liberty ; your Grace's wclUknown politi- 
caieconomy ; your Gra.c e's welUknown private economy f 
and lail, though not leafl^ your Grace's well-known 
Chriftian-like benevolence toobje6lsof chanty; form fuch. 
a cdnftellation of virtues aa muft infpire every Author with 
an ai^bition of dedicating his labours to fo fplendid a dia- 
la^er. Flies are fond of the fun. 

The great difpleafure Tately given by your Grjtce to^ 
their High Mtghtmeffii Mejfieurs Pitt and Dundas, and one- 
•TMuomore whom we forbear to mention, has fpurred the 
Mufe to take the pax:t of exalted Merit, defend you with hev 
aegis againd the united wifhes of awholekini^dom, and en- 
deavour to reftore your GRAcr to a firm feat on that high^ 
mettled war-liorfe, Ordnance, upon which ^^outG&acs. 
feems to lit io dangerwjty loofe. 

lam your Gracb's, &c. 

E. mUDKBU 
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O D E. 



The Poet givetti PlHlol<>phy*s modeft and foblitne piftuie of Infinity-} a 
pi^ure damned by the Great Folk, of the prefent d&j-.-^Ventr maiketK 
a moft fagacious difcoveiy of a coonexion never thought of before^ 
Tiz. between Folly and Grandeur. — He talketh of wifdom, and 
abufcth the blindnefs of the f^u/gar. — He tatkcth of Flatteiy. — He 
plumplj contradifteth the Vulgar, and advanceth unanfwerable rca- 
fons. — Hie dcfcanteth on Miodand Body, proving that a horfewhip is 
as TSKsXhry for the one as the other.->-The"wife ani elegant Speech of 
fhe 'S<iuirf> or Elder Brother. — ^The Poer difitovereth Dil^aiux to be 
the parent of Admiratiou, and confutcth the opioion of Mob, by a 
pantomimical illui^ration. — Peter attacketh many Great Men, moft 
aptly making ulje of.a wind-mill and a warming-pan. — HefeleAeth vu- 
Great and Good Man from this herd of Ifod, 

•pHOUGH huge to us this flying World appears, 
^ And great the buftle of a thoufand years ; 
How /mall to Him who form*d the vast of nature! 
One trembling drop of animated water !* 

** What are we ? — Replies claiming Pity's figh, 

" Though in our own conceits fo fiercely ftout ; 
" Nay, fuch fmall wights in Providence's eye, 
. " Aialks Omnipotence to find us eut.*' 

So fays Philosophy. — " Fudge^ cant, mere words, 
** Trafh, nonfenfe, impudence," cry Kings and Lot4s% 

Ah, Sirs! believe the facred truth E tell— 
Folly and Grandeur oft together dwell; 



* Confult the wonders of the microfcope. 



Folly 
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Folly with Title oft is feen to /kip. 
Stare from his eye, aud grin upoa his lip. 

Wifdom defcendeth not from king to king, 
Or lord to lord,, Uke an eilate ; 

The prefent day belicveth no fuch thing- 
Matters are vaftly changed of late. 

What fay$ ExpfiKiBKCfe from her fober fchooIF 
** NATukB on many a titled front writesybo/. 
*' But, lo ! the vulgar world is blindy (lone blind; 
^ The bead can fee no Writing of the kind ; 

** Or if \Xfeesy it cannot read^^ 

**- Now this is marvellous indeed.'* 

Haik to the voice of Fl a tt'r y ! thus ihe iings — 
** Oods of the earth are Emp'rors, Popes, and Kings ; 

** Codlings, our Dukes aad Earls, and fuch fine &lk.** 
And thus the liar Flatt'ry fui^g of yore j 
The fafcinated iniliron cry 'd encore^ 

For Wisdom was too young to fmell the Joke. 

Wide was the fphere of Ignorance, alas } 

And faint, too faint, of Truth's young fun the ray; 

Too feeble through th' Immense of gloom to pafs, 
And beaming chafe a world of fog away. 

Ye Vulgar cry, " Great Men are wond*rou« 

«. wife,"— 
Whoever told you fo, told arrant lies : 
It cannot be.— ^Not ! why P—Hear me, pray, 
They are fo dev*lifh lazy^ let me fay. 

The Mind wiants lufly flogging, to h^ great : 
To ufe a vulgar phrafi?, " The Mind muH Jwcat.** 
Now men of worfhip will not fweat the Mind ; 
Meat, clothes^ and pleafure, come loithout^ they find. 

What 
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WhsLt man will make a drayhorfe of the foal. 
To drag from Sc i b n c e^s hard quarry, fioae, 

Who j»Hlly wanteth nothing from the hoI&— 
A(teil which therefore may be let alone? 

Th* Idea feems {o wond'roufly unewtk, 

As maketh ev'ry elder brother^/ir/ ; 
Who opencth thus his widcly^grinning mouth, 

^ Fine fun, indeed, for me to drag a cart i 

f* 1j^ younger Brother) join it, if they pleaie ; 
^^ Old Square-toes, thank xsxy God, has caught my 
" fleas." 

Suppofe ye want a fine ftrong fellow ?— fpeak, 
Where for this fine ftrong fellow would ye fcek ? 

" Seek ! feek a drayman," with one voi<ie ye cry j . 
** A chairman or a ploughman, to.be fure ; 
** Men who a conftancy of toil endure ; 

** Such are the fellows that we ought to try." 

This then is granted — welUthen, don't ye find 
^rm likeiief^ 'twixt the body and the mind f 

Diftance has wonderful effe6bs indeed ; 
But, Sirs, tliis is not ev'ry body^s creed : 

Mob is not in the fecret — that's the cafe ; 
Mob deemeth great men gods !— yes, ev*ry where^ 
Far off, or near. 

Now let a ihort remark or two take place. 

Firft, I afliire you that things are not fi; 
ByG— d, they are 00/ gods. — I pray ye, go 
To pantomimes, where fine cafcades, and fields. 
And rocks, a huge delight to Wonder yields : 

Approach them— what d'ye find the frowning rocks ? 
I^rd! what imagination really iliocks ! 

Black 
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Black paih oYi^reeches, fcaroeiy worth a groat : 
What ar^ the fidds £o fkmrifhing ? green bays. 
The objcfta of your moft aftonifh'd gaze : 

What the calcade ? a tinlel petticoat, 
And tinfel gown upon a windlafs turning. 
The fields and rooks ib nat*raUy adorning. 

Great men, IVcfaidit, often are great fools, 

Great fycofriiants, great fwindlers, and great4uiaves ; 

Too often bred in Tyranny's dark fchools, 
Happy to- ^ ihe under-wbrld theii* ilaves, 
-^rcat men, at diffWent times, are different too ; 

More fo when int'rcft is the game in view* 

A windmill and a'wartning-pan, no doubt. 
Are tnofi unlike each other in their nature ; 

Yet, truft me, the fame man, in place and out^ . 
Is to the fiiU as oppolite a creature. 

Yetyo;«f 'gircat men are good !— and, 'by mifchance. 
Their eyes on mis'ry will not always glance; 

As, fot example, Richmond's glorious Grace, 
A Duke of m6ft unqveftimahle merit, 
With Merc'ry's cunning, and dread MARs'sfpirit, 

Who took the Ordnance, a tremendous place! 

This Duke of Tbx^nder is for tvtr fpying ; 
To fifld-Wt obje^s of Iheer merit, trying : 

How happy too, if objects of diftrefs ; 
Thus is bis Grace of Guns ador'd by all ; - 
for this, where'er he rides, both great and fniall. 

Him and his horfe, ^ith eyes uplifted, bicfs. 

This TuKENNE * would be forty, very forry. 
Should one pale form of want his eye efcape : 

** No," cries his Grace, s" Misfortune (liall not worry, 
": Whilft /a fixpcncc'for tlws poor can (crape." 

* -A French General," of thelaft century, poCcflcd of the luUimeft 

'•qualities. 

How 
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How much like Ma/csty in Windibr town. 
Hunting far Pitt's obje^ up and down ! 

Yet £nce diftrefs ^as *fcap*d his Grace's cyev 
The Muse o'er Tilb'ry Foxt fliall breathe a (igh< 
Yet ere on Tilb'ry Fort we drop a tear, 
Lo J with a tale we treat the public e^r— i 

Relate a pretty (lory of his Grace : 
Much will the tale his Grace's foul difplay-* 
!liapp'ning ('tis iaid) at Goodwood on a day-^ 

'Twill put a finile or irown on er'ry hoc. 



Vox., in, ' E TH 
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THE 

DUKE OF RICHMOND'S DOG 

THUNDER, 

AND THE 

W I D O Ws P I G. 



The Widow^s whole fortune lodged in ^the Sow. — ^^Her joy oa the SoW% 
iying-in. — ^Thc Duke's dog Thunder much like Courtiers.— Thuui- 
ix killcrh the young pigs» yet (urpaiieth .Courtiers in modefty.<^ 
The Sow cryeth out. — The Widow joineth the Sow in her exclama- 
tioas.-^The old Steward cometh forth at the ci\y of the Sow and 
Widow, and uttereth a moft pathetic exclamation .-^A fenfible di&i 
fertation on the different fpecies of compaffim, — The Widow's piteous 
addrefs to his Graces— His Grace's humane and generous anfwer to 
the Widow. 

A DAME near Goodwood own'd a fow, her all. 
Which nat'rally did into travail fell. 
And brought forth many a comely fon and daughter;; 
On which the Widow wond^roully was glad, 
Caper'd and fung, as really ilie were mad— 

cut Tsars oft Jiang upon the heels of Laughtjbr. 

At Goodwood dwelt the Duke's great dog, called 

Thunder, 
A dogy like courtiers, much inclin'd to plunder ; 
This dog, with courtier-j^oufy fo bitter. 
Beheld me fweetly-fhuffling fportive litter* 

4 'Bounce ! 
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'Bounce ! without " by your leave," or leaft- harangue. 
Upon this harmlefs litter, "Thunder iprang, 

And murder*d brothers, fillers, quick as thought ; 
Then fneak'd away, his tail between his reary 
Seeming a(liani*d— unlike great courtiers here, 

Who (Fame reporteth) are a(ham*d of nought. 

The childlefs Sow fet up a {hrkk/o loud ! 
JiU her fweet babies ready for the fliroud ; 

Now chas'd the rogue that fuch fad mifchief worked : 
Out ran the DAMK^oin'd Mistress Sow's Airill cries; 
Burd was at once the bag that held her fighs, 

And all the bottles of her tears uncork 'd. 

•* Oh ! the Duke's dog has ruin'd me outright; 

** Oh ! he hath murder'd all my pretty pigs," 
Forth march'd the Steward grey, with lifted fight, 

Aud lifted ha{id9, good man^ and cry'd ^ Odfnig^!" 

Word of furprife ! which, with a plaintive tone. 
And rueful countenance, and hollow groan, 

Did feem like pity alfo, for her cafe : 
Yet what's OJ/nigs^ or moan, or groaji, or fighs, 
Unhelp'd, by Famine if the objed diesf 

Or what a yard of methodiilic face ? 

Compaffions differ very much, we find ! 

One deals in^Af — ^now fighs are merely toind: 

jinother only good advice affords, 

Jnfiead of alms— -now this is only words : 

Another cannot bear to fee the poor ; 

So orders the pale beggar from die door. 

Now tiat compafiion is the beft, I think, 
(But, ah ! the human foul it rarely graces) 

loftead of groans, which giveth meat and drink ; 
OiPring long purfes too, inftead of feces. 

Ea Bur- 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



3^ THE VVK% Of RICHMONt^'S DOflT, &C 

' But, Muse, we drop Doer, Duke, and Sow, ifA 
Dame, ' 

To follow an old pitiful remark ; 
•Like wanton fpaniels that defert the game. 
To yelp and courfe a butterfly or lark. 

Now to his Grace the howling Widow goes^ 
Wiping her eyts fo red, and flowing nofc. 

" Oh ! pleafe your Grace, your Grace's dev*lifli dogi 
" Thunder's confounded wicked chops 
" Have murdered all my beauteous hopes— / 

" I hope your Grace will pay for ev'ry hog.** 

What anfwer gave his Grace ? — With placid brow, 
" Don't cry," quoth he, " and make fo much foul 
' *' weather— ^ 

<< Go home. Dame ; and when Thunder cats thej^i9p 
" I'll pay for all tht/amiij together." 



ODE 
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ODE 

To A 

POOR SOIIMER 09 TILBURY FORT, 



The Poet pronounceth the very great (hyrup fubfiAing between MeriV 
and Money. — Merit's coMtexica ' with Pov«ityy aod the coaicquence.- 
— ^Attack on Fortuncc—Addreis to the poQr SokUcr. — He pitieth the 
poor Soldier's pitiable fate, viz. his ragged coat, hungry ftortiach, 
and want of fire. — His companions on the nujd. — Pcner fittikth at 
the hubbab raadb on acoowife of a flwt-hole iu tlie Unk cosft of a frrar 
Prince, a remnant of ^lory that may probably add another ray to the 
luftre of St. Paul's.— Pbtermoft pathetically in^uirethiiMr his Gc^otv-) 
proclaimeth him to be at Brighton, moft heroically engaged. — ^The 
diffierrpt amufements of his Grace at Brighton,, awake and afl^p.^-^ 
Crumbs of confolation to the poor Soldier:. ' 

TuTERIT and MONEY very feldom meet ; 

^^ FormM for each other, they fhould oftenei* greet;: 

Indeed much oftener fhould be feen together : 
But Money, vaftly fhy, doth keep aloof ; 
Thus PovEJBiTY and Merit beat the hoof, 

Expos'dy poor fouls, to every kind of weather. 

Thus as a greybouad is meek MBRiTJean* 
So flanamakin, mtU^ ragged, mean. 

Her garments all fo fhabby and unpinn'd : 
But look at Folly's fat Dutch lubber Child ; 
How on the tawdry cub has ToRTijvE /mil' Jy 

When with coQtexnpt the GopD£S8 fliould 1i$y« 
prinn*d I. 



grimCd I 



Ej So 
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So much for preamble ; and now for Thbe^ 
Whofe fiatelorlom his G sac £ could never y^<r 

Poor SoLDiEXi after many a dire campaign,. 
Drawn maneled from the gorv bills of (laiD, 

Perhaps the fbul of Belifarius thine; 
Why with a tatter*d coat ak)ng the fhore. 
Where Ocean feems to heave a pitying roar,- 

Why do I fee thee thus neglected pine? 

Poor wretch ! along the fands condemn'd to g<v 
And join a hungry dog, or fmiiih'd cat^ 

A pig, a gully a cormorant, a crow^ 
In queft of crabs, a mufck, or a fprat ! 

Now, at Night's awful, pale, and filent noon^. 

Along the beach 1 fee thee Innely creep^ 
Beneath the paffing foU^ry moon,. 

A fpeftjre ilealing 'mid the world of deep. 

Gricv'd at thy channelled cheek, and hoary hair;^ 
And quiy'ringlip, I mark thy feroiih'd form,. 

And hollow jellied orbs that dimly ftare. 
Thou piteoYis penfioner upon the florm. 

The Muse's handkerchief Ihall wipe thine eye,. 

And bring fweet Hope to fboth the* mournful figh^ 

Defcrted Hero ! what f condemn'd to pick. 

With wither'd, palfy'd, (baking, wounded hanc^ 

Of wrecks, alas ! the melancholy flick, 
Thrown by the howling tempeft on the ftrand ? 

Glean'd with the very hand that grafp'd the fword. 
To guard the throne of Britain's sagrei> Lord ! 
While Cowardice at home from daoger fhrinks, 
And on an Empire's vitals eats and drinks. 



HeaV'ns ! let a fpent and rambling fliot 
Touch but a Prince's hat or coat, 



Expanded 
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Expanded^are the hundretl moudis of Fame ; 
Whilft braver thoufands (but »«///Af^/ wretches,) 
JSwept by the fword, fhall drop like paltry vetches^ ' 

Their fate nnpitiedy and unheard their name \ 

Poor Soldier ! is that ftick to make a fire; 

To warm thyfelf, and wife, and children dear ? 
Where is the goodly Duke— of Coals the 'Squ ntE^ 

Whofe heart hath melted oft at Mi«'ry's tear ? 

And, vcf ran.r fs that coat thy ragged AhL ? 

Sport of the (aucy winds and* inking rstin Y 
For th's has Cour a'gb fac'd the flying ball ? 

For //i/j has bleeding Bk Av'ry prefs'd the plain ^ 

Where is the Man who mocks t;he grin of Death, 
Turns Bagfhotpale; and frightens H«iHiflow Heasb/ 

Far off, alas ! he bleeds in Brighton wars ;• 

At leaft his horfe's ribs fo glorious ilred; 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and fcars^, 

He flies and rallies on his bounding ftecd^ 

There too his Ghace may wfeld his happy pcni. 

To prove that truly great and valiant men, 

In idle duels never (hould engage. 

But nurfe for dread Reviews tbeir godlike- rage*. ' ' 

Faroffv the Hero, in his tent reclined,, ^ 
Where high and mighty meditations fiii^ 

On leather, leather, turns his lofty mind, 
To make a- cannon of an old jack-boot V 

Great geniufes, how loftily they jump I 
Lord ^ what his rapture when* he deigns to ride ! 

To feel beneath his Grace's ^cious rump, 
An eighteen-pounder in his horfe's hide ! 

There 
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There toO| Iq Bgrrack^ firM in Frbbdom's caufi^ 
And to Mount Wyfc,* his lyre the Hero tunes ;. 

There too the pow'rof doating Fancy draws 
The Royal George to fight by air-balloons, f 

KVj, Fancy's pow'r mod eafily can dare*— 
By Fangy'Is pow'r the royal ihip may rife. 

Borne by her. bladders through the fields of air,- 
Juil like a twig, by rooks, along the fkies«^ 

There toO) at midnight drear, the Heko fchemes* 
'Midfl hum and fnore of troops, for England^s goodf 

Explores machines of death in happy dreams^ 
For hills of bones, and cataraas of blood. 

There, like Kihe Richard, whom the Furies rend;. 

H^ buiUes in his fleep, and ilarts, and turns ; 
Now grafps the fword, and now a candle endy. 

That, blazing like kim/eif^ befide him burns. 

Thus, 'mid liis tent reclin'd, the godlike Man 
Vaft fchcmes in (lumber fpins for England's fake ; 

•* And, lol" quoth Fame, " his godlike Grace can. 
" plan 
^ As wifely in his fleep as when awake." 

When,, with his hoft, Caligula came over, 
No matter where — for rhyme- fake call it Dover^^ 
What were the trophies hence to Rome be bore ? 
Gf paltry perriwinkles juft a fcore ! 

But Richmond from hip Brighton wars ihall bring. 
Life to the State, and fafety to a King ! 

* A pUMA near Plymouth Dook, on which the aational tftafure 
has been fo <u}ijeiy cxpenM iwr the mmtmtrnUt tonvtnitneiei ot hh 
brother Lennox. 

f This was adually propofed by his Grace, with every fanguine idea 
•f iUfiCffii. 

From 
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Heft Man ! from Brighton field, whh laurels crown'd^ 
He triumphs up to town without a wound ;* 
From Brighton wars, that witnefs'd not a corfe ! 
Moft lucky, lofing neither man nor horfe \ 

Thus then, O Soldier, diftance hides his Grace; 

Thus is the fun, at times, of clouds the fport : 
Yet foon the glories of his Lordfliip's face 

Shall, like a comet, blaz^ o'er Tilb'ky Fort. 

There fhall the Musb thy piteous tale unfold. 
Gam thee a coat, and coals, to kill the cold; ^ 

Nay, fat fhall fwim upon thy meagre porridge : 
The iympathifing Duke her tale will hear, 
And drop, at found of coat and coals, a tear-*- 

For Rich mon o's hounty equals Ri C hm oK d's cauragt* 

* The Poet feems to have forgotten himfelf : his motto talks a dlt** 
^nt liiAguage : but the ^idlibti <ii«i^»^ belongs m much to P. P. «• f* 
cv«7 other l^ieli '^ 



A9 
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. ODE 

CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS. 
C:E.RT A IN PAY, C 



^ complrrofntary aildrefs to the Soldiers^-^Wholefome advice««»<^cv 
drawech a natural and pathetic pi^ure df poor Lktle Lotiisy re<* 
ported to hnve been difgraceruUy put an apprentice to a Cobbler.--— 
the infolenct and cruelty of his mafVer the Cobbler.—- The Cob- 
bler blafphemoufly abufeth T t t l k, — The little . Cob b l e r K t n a 
cryeth. — ^Senfible reflexions on the genius of Kings, with a lick at 
the French Convention, and alfo at his own ftupidity, -Peter 
fuppUcateth for the little Louis. — ^Advifeth the Soldiers to a bold 
a&oD.— Enquireth of Soldiers tM&» is to receive their Death-money,^^ 
Peter comforteth^ and reconciledi them to Death, 

pBTBR blefleth the King and the War^and cnrfeth Reform, a word inr 
the mouths of Mr. Pitt and the Duke of Richmond before they got 
into oiSice. — Peter advifeth more taxes, for a weighty political reafon,. 
tiidelicety on account of the mpuiLttce of a Nation^ which always- 
increafisth in an infafferable rath with riches. 



'V'E Heroes, from your wives and turnips far,, 
-*■ Who wage fo glorioufly the flying war, 

I give you joy of hand and leg endeavour ; 
And though ye fometime chance to run away, 
The generous General Murray's pleas'd to fay, 

♦* 'Tis very great indeed — 'tis vaftly^ clever." 



Gcut 
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O cut the Frenchmen's dlroat?, the reftleft dogsf. 

O with the tiger** gripe updn themfpriiig.! 
A pa^k of vile^ degrading, horrid hogs j 

To make'a dirty cobbkr o/.a King t 

sSee JlooUproffd. Majesty the leather f^read;, 
Sekold its pretty fingers wax the thread, 

And now the leather on the lapftone,^ hole; 
Now puts -his Majefty the briHk m, 
^ow wide be throws his arms with milk-white fliin|. 

And now he fpits and hammers on the fole. 

* And, lo i a rafSad, chriften'd Sans-jCulotte^ 
Leers on the window of his fhed ; and, lo ! 

He bawls (without. of awe a finglejot) 

** Come, Matter King— ^iiick, iirrahi mend .juy fliQC.** 

And fee !--the Jkae the Uttle Monarch. takes, 
And, lo*! at ev'ry ftitch with fear he quakesi-p- 
^uch is of Liberty the blefled fruit ! 
The iiame Iskentioufntfs would better fuit. 

^diold Saint'.Crippin*s pi6lure, ftrangc to telT, 

The low-life cobbler's tutelary- Saiotf. 
Of little Loujs deck' the dirty cell ; 

How diff'rent irom ,the Ip/ty Lo.uv« e's paint ! 

fSec ! his Hard Matter catches up tlic ttrap, 

And lafhes.the young King's poor back and fide— 

JHow ! iflog his M A J est y !— for what raifliap ? 
Xe gods ! bec^ufe he fpoird a bit of hide I 

Nay, hear the crueljtyrant thus exclaim ! 
'•* Sirrah, there's nothing in a lofty name ; 

** 'Tis all mere nonfcnfe, found, and ttuff together: 
•^ Don't think, bccaufc thy anqettors, fo great^ 
•* Have to^ paring brought a glorious State, 

" 1 give thee leave to fpoil a piece of leather." 

And 
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And now behold the little tears, like peas, 
Courfc <f cr his tender cheek in fileuce down ; 

And now, with bitter grief, he feek and fees 
The difference 'twlxta (Urrup and a crown^ 

Folly ! to make a c^hhler of a Kingf 

•Xi» fuch a piece of madnefs, to my mind ! . 

What could Convention hope from fuch a thin|;? 

Thie jcace is fit for wM/wg-— of the kind« 

Heav'ns ! then liow dull I am ! It was ^ifgrdct 
France meant to put upon the royal race ; 
*• Aye, and difgrace upon the Cobbler too,** 
Ikfoft impudently roars the Man ^jp Shoe* 

O from the lapftone fet the Monardi free 1 
O fnatch the ftirrup from his royal knee ; 
Pull the hand*leather off, and feize the awl, 1 
iSeize too ihe hammer that his fingers gall ! 

Soldiers! toPansTufh— 'ftrike Rosersfierrs, 
Knock Danton down, and crucify Barrere; 
<Cnifh the vile egg from which the Serpent fprin^ 
To dartth* enveiiom'd feng at facred Kjngs. 
O foldiers, 'vohofs your (kin-money, I pray ? 

At thirty guineas each — ^how dear jrour hides ! 
Much (hould I like the contrad:, let me fay : 

Thrice lucky Rogue, that o'er your liyes prefides! 

Then pray don*t grumble, Sirs, fhould ye be Jhot ; 

That is to fay, if ye defire to thrive \ 
Por know, if death fhould prove your lucky lot, 

YcAi^re worth a vaft deal mve than when alive^ 



i^ostscript. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

ff OW God blefs our good King, and this good war. 
And d-mn that wicked word we caW Reporm ; 

Breeding in Britain fo much horrid jar. 

So witch-like, conj'ring up a dangerous fiorni ! 

Yet in the mouths of 'Pitt and Richmond's Loa^y 
Once what a fweet and inoffenfive word'! 
Thus proving the delightful proverb true^ 
*• What's meat to me^ may poifon be to ycu.** ' 

And now God blofs once more good Wlfter Pitt, 
Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty; 

And may this Gentleman's mod ready wit 
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty ; 

And as tine kingdom hath uiiclench'd its iift. 

Pick out a few odd pi^nce for Civil Lift; 

We are too rich — Dame Fortune grows too faucy. 
Wealth is inclin'd to be confounded bra/J^. 

War is a wholefome blifter for the back ; 

Draining away thelhumours all fo grofs ; 
Elfc would the Empir^ be of guts a fack— * 

A Falftaffo— woouadk-— an unweildy Joss. 

War yieldeth fuch rare fpirits to a nation ! 
Giving the blood fo briik a drculadon ! 
A kingdomi add a poet, and a cat, 
Should never, never, i^cthtmfat. . 



Vot.IIL F oif 
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ODE. 

Cats and Princes very much alike, 

*• A C AT who from a wmdow pcepetb oa/, 

-^ " ,Ureryhke a Cat who pccpeth w*'— 
Thus is it faid — and he who is no lout, 
Knoweth that Gats arc unto Mm akin. 

For Pjtttfcts looakiag i^p towards a throne^ 
Are very much UiosJPRrNCEs looking d^m ; ' 

That is, love pow'rv ^ove wealth, have great propenittifs^ 
Sublimely de^Bgerer in /«iiMii^ii^. ^ 

Princes have ciawmz paflions top, I ween- 
Yes, many a fareign^ King and fmreign Queen ; 

With (tomachs wide too as a whale's, or wider : 
The fubje6t and a king, in foreign land, 
I often have been glv*n to undeiitand, 
,Are a poor Jack- ass and jiis Riper. 



ODE TO TYI^ANTS. 

?ETtR, with his poetical broomftick, bcUh#ur«th foreign Tyrants — 
• Takcth the part of the oipprcflcd Poor — ^Aiketh tyrants knotty and 
puzzling qucftions-— Giveth a fpocch of Cato. — Peter ferioufly infor-^ 
meth them that they are not like the Lord. — Peter takcth a furvcy 
of the furniture of their heads. — ^Pctcr folcmnly dcclareth that the 
MUUon doth not tike to be ridden— Oiveth an infolent fpccch of 
Tyrants, and calleth them i)E^|^bflit«)»«w«^-^Then?ayior an^ the Satin 
Breeches.— The Shoemaker and ih^Sboeab— l»«ter lamwteth that 
there ihould be fime who think Ifi a ^ Co r^ TycaaKs«'-*^dvii<th 
them to read flop's fables* 

tU'HOi and what are ye, fceptred bullies ?— fpeafc, 
'^^ That millions to ymr will mull bow the neck, 
. . ^d| ox-like, meanly takethe galling yoke ? 

Philofophers 
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PhUolbpbeiS'ycmr ^gfiomnce ddpife^ 
E'en Folly, laugfingj liih her n^udHn eycs^ 
And fredy on your wi/Homs cracks her joke. 

How dare ye on the men of labour tread, . 
Whofc honcft toils fupply your mouths with bread; 
Who, groaning, fvt^ating, like fo many hacks. 
Work vou the very clothes upon your backs ? 

Clothes of calhmify^ I fear, 

That hold 'm ev'ry flitch a tear. 

Wljo Tent you ?— Not theLofd who rules^on iughy 
Sent you, to Man on puffio/e from the iky, 

Becaufe of wi/dom it is not a proof: 
Show-jrour crcdentiabj Sirs,: — ^if yerefufe^ 
Terrific Gentlemen, our fmilesexcufe. 

Belief rooft certainly will keep aloof. 

Old Tirtuofis rugged Cato, on a day. 
Thus to the Soothsayers was heard to fiy^ 
•* AU6.URS ! by all the gods it is a Ihamc, 

" To gull the mole-ey'd million at this rate % 
«* Making of gaping blockheads fuch a game, 

** Pretending to be hand and glove with Fate ! 

** On guts and garbage when ye meet, 

*• To carry on the holy cheat, 

** How is it ye preferve that folemn grace, 

" Nor buril with .laughter in each 'other's face ?*• 

Tfius to our courtiers, Sirs, might I exclaim—* 

** In wonder's name, 
** How can ye meanly grovr'ling bow the head 

" To pieces of gilt gingerbread/ 
« Fetch, carry, fawn, kneel, flatter, crawl, tell lies, 
** Tq. pUaffi the creature that ye fliould defpife V* 

Tyrants, with all your wonderful dominion. 
Ye ar^a'ta whit like God, in my opinion^ 

^ "^ THougJi 
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Though ydu think otherwife, I doprefunic : 
Hot to the marrow with the ruling lutt, 
Fancying your crouching fubie^Vs fo much duft^ 

Your lofty fehves the mighty fweeping broom. 

Open the warehoufes of all your brains ; 

Come, Sirs, turn out— let's fee what each. contains : 

Heav'ns, how ridiculous ! what motley (luff ! 
Shut, quickly fhut again the brazen doors ; 
Too much of balderdafli the eye explores ; 

Yes, (hut them, (liiit them, wc have feen cnougji, 

A re .tkefe the Beings to beftride a world ? - • 
*ro fuch fad bcafts, has God his creatures hurPd ? 

Men want not TJ^'^^'-^-^o^^^'hearing knaves \ 

De/pots that rule a realm of flaves ; * - 

Proud to be gaz'd at by a reptile race : 
Charm'd with 3ie mufic'of their clanking chains, 
Pleas'd with the fog of State that clouds their brains, 

Who cry, with all the impudence of face, 

" Behold your gods! — down^ rafcals, on your knees; 

" Your mouey, mifcreants — quick, no words, no (Irife; 
*' Your lands too, fcQundrels, vermin, lice, bugs, fleas ; 

" And thank our mercy that allows you life /" 

Thus fpeak the Highwaymen in purple pride, 
On Slavery % poor gailPd back fo wont to ride. 

Who would not laugh to lee a Taylor bow 

Submiffive to a pair of fatin breeches ? 
Saying, " O breeches, all men muft allow 

** There's fomethi»gin yourafpeft that bewitches ! 

*< Let me admire you, Breeches, crownM witt glory ; 

*' iVnd though / made yon, let me (till aJore ye : 

" Though a Rump's humble fervant, form'd for need, 

" To keep it warm, yet, Lord ! you are fo fine, ^ 
« I cannot tiiink you are my work indeed — 

" Though merely mortal, lol ye feecn divine!*' 

Wha 
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Who woi4Jnot quick exclaim, "The Tatlor's madt** 
Yet Tarrant- adoratioii is as bad. 

See r Crispin makes a pair of handfome (hoes. 
Silk aad befpangled^ foch a$ ladies ufe*— 

Suppofetfae ihoes fo pmud, upon eaqh heel^ 
Fei-k it iri Crispin's ^ce, withiaucy pride, 
And all the meamiefs of his trade dende, 

And all theflate of felf-importaiKe feel : 

Tell him the diftance between tiem and ktm^ 
C R 1 s p*N would qirickly cry, " A pretty whim ? 

" Confound your little bodies,, though fo finr^ 
•* Is not the (ilk and fpangks that ye Iwaft 
•* Put on you at my proper qpft ? 

•* Whatever's on ye, is it not all mine f 
** Did not I put you tkus together, pray ?" 
What could thefimple fhoes in anfwer fay ? 

There too are /ome (thank Heav'n thfey do aot JivanitY 
Who deem k /o»l to liay aTYRAWT** arm, 

That fells with fete upon thdr humble ikulfs : 
Some for a Despot's rod hare heav'd the figh !-4 
Let /uck on wifer iEsop caft an eye, 

Aad read the febleol the Fro£^Sy thefbols^ 



THfi FROGS AND JUPITER." 

THE Frogs, fo happy, 'midft their peacefid pond. 
Of Emp*rars grew at once extremely fond ; 

YeSy yes,, an Emptor W2S a gkrious tMng ;^ 
Each really^took it in his addle pate,, 
Twould be fo charmini to exchange their ftate T 

Aa Emfror yf^ovULd^jucb heaps of Wiflfes bring.!* 

Sudden out hopp'd the IS^Ktvonf on Ae grafs, 
Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth and lafs,^ 
A muncrous tdbe, to knuckle dowii. to Jo^^e,, 

F i And 
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And pray the gods to fend an Emfror down, ^ 
'Twas fuch a pretty thing, th' Imperial Crown ! 
So form'd their pfeafures, honours, to improve. 

Forth from, his old blue weather-hox^ the S k i E s, 
Jove brifkly ftepp'd, .with two wide- wond'ring eyes : 

" Mynheers,'* quoth Jove, "ifyeare wife, beqniet; 

*' Know when you're happy" — ^but he preach'd in vain ; 
They made the m&ft abominable riot ; 

*' All Emp'ror, EmpYor, yes, we muft obtain,'* 

•* Well, take one," cry'd the God^ and down he fwopp*4 
A monftrous piece of wood, from whence he chopp'd 

Kings for the gentlefolks of ancient days : 
Stunn'd at the found, the frogs all fliook with dread ; 
Like dabchicks, under water puih'd each head, 

Afraid a fingle nofe fo pale to raife. 

At length me Hole a peep, and then a fecond^ 
Who, (lily winking to a third frog, -beckon 'd ; 

And fo on, till they all obtain'd a peep ; 
Now nearer, nearer edging ontheydrew^ 
And finding nothing terrible, nor new. 

Bold on his Majesty began to leap : 

Such hopping this way, that way^ off and on ! 
Such croaking, laughing, ridiculing fim ! 

In fliort, fo very (liamelefs were they grown ; ♦ 
So much of grace and manners did they lack, 

Ox»e little villain faucily fquat down, 

Arid, with a grin, defil'd the Royal BAffK. 

Now unto Jove tKey, kneeling, pray'd again, 

" O Jupiter, this is fo fad a beaft, 
** "So dull a Monarch — fo devoid of brain ! 

** Give us a king of ^;V//, Jove, atkaft*'**, ^ 



The 
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The god comply'd, andfent them Emp'ror Stork, 
Who with his loving fubje(Sts went to work ; 
Cbas'd the poor fprawUng imps from pool to pool, 
Refolv'd to get a handfome belly full. 

Now gafping, wedg'd within his iron beak. 
Did wriggling fcores moft lamentably fqueak : 
Bold puih'd the Em p ' r o r on, with ftride fo noble, 
Bolting * his fubje6ls with m^jeftic gobble. 

Again the croaking Tribe began to pray, 

'Midft hoppings, fcramblings, murder, and difinay : 

*' O feve u^ Jove, from this inhuman Turk ! 

" O fave us from this Imp of Hell ! 
•* Mynheers," quoth Jo v^, ** pray keep y«ur £»^'r»^ 
** Stork — ^ 

" Fools never know when they are wW/.*' 



ODE. 

Feter gi\ eth a^ gentU trimming to the jackets of foreign Potentates ; 
and a pair of pretty Fables, by way of looking-glaflies, for their M^^ 
High Hmitgitinejcu 

TC^MP'RORS, and Popes, and Nabobs, migiiy things^ [ 
-^ I think, too, we may take in foreign Kings, 
Too often deem their humble Makers, Slaves ; 
Now fuch high FoIJt are either fools o* knaves. 
Or iotk together probably — a cafe 
Thai happens frequently amongfl the Race. 
Methinks now, tliis is Icandalous— 'tis hateful- 
Wicked, and| what is full as bad, ungrateful. 

* A term to be found in theHampfhirc Diftionary, implying a 
rapid degUititioo of b^icon, without tlie /•ber ceremony of maftica^ion. 
It is, moreover, to be obferved, that Hampfhire Ccrvaots, who are bacon - 
btlterSf have always lefs wages than bacon-r^^w/r^ 

I The 
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The Great of many a Continent and lite. 
Enough to make the fbureft Cynic fmile. 

Or, as the j^rovrrb fays, ** mah a dog laugh^* 
Think honours from tkemfehoes arife alone ; 
Thus are their Makers at a dijtance thrown, 

Confider'das mere mob, mere dirt, mere chaflL 

The following Fables then will let them knoiir^ 
What to us riffraff of the world they owe. 



DIAMOND PIN 
FARTHING CANDLE^ 

A FABLE- 

UPON a Lady's toilet, full of luftre, 
A Di^nfiond Pin one night began to bluffier : 
Ftril of conceit, like feme yo»ng ffirting girlj, 
Her fenfes loft in Vanitt's wild whirl r 

H%hiy dilgufted at a FarttHiig Candle, 
Left by the Lady f>f the ^raoras 
Nam'd Susan, ilipp'd into another roomy 

Somet/img of conibquenee to kandie— ' 

**^ You nafly tallow thing,'* exclann*d Miss Pwr, 

" Pray keep your difeiice^^on *t fey liere,.and wiJol j: 

** I loath yc-^ou and ail your grcafy km— 

*^ Good heav'ns! how horribly you look andflink !" 

<' Good Lord!' M»s^ Pin," Mdss Canplx qiuck»* 

«ply»d, 
** Softea a little tiutt UMraicful pride; 

•*Yo» 
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" ^onfiine indeed — ^to this I muft agree : 
" Yes, Mifs^ you make a very pretty blaze ; 
" But let me tell ye, that vour wondrous rays 

" Owe all your boaflecl brilliancy to /»^." 

" How ! Madam Impudence !" rejoin'd Miss PiN, 
Firft with a frown, and then a fcornful grin ; 
** I Ihould not, fbre, have dreamt of that^ 
" Miss FatV 

" Susan," Mifs Candle bawl'd, **Susan» come here j^ 
" Such faucy language I'll no longer bear : 
" Susan, come, fatisfy the Zr^l^^'s doubt — 
** Take me away, 1 fay, or blow me out." 

Susan, who, lift'ning, heard the great difputc. 
By no means could refufe Mifs Candle's fuit; 

So into darknefs Susan blew her beam : 
" JMjw," with a fliarp farcaftic fneer, 
" AW," quoth Mifs Candle, «ow, my dear, 

" Where is of radiance now your boafted dream ? 

" Where arc your keen and fefcinating rays, 
" iTen thoufand of them — fuch a mighty blaze ?** 
Mifs Di'mond ftar*d, and ftar'd, and ftar'd again. 
To find departed radiance, but in vain. 

Quite vanifli'd ! not a fingle ray difplay'd ! ^ 
Each fplrkle fwallow'd in the depth of fiiade ! 
Alter'd, quite ^Iter'd, fadly difappointed. 
The bones of her high pride disjointed, 

" I fear," quoth Pin, " I much miftake my nature." 
** True," aniwer'd Candle, " true, my dear Mifs Pin ; 
" Lift not,, in future, quite fo high your chin, 

"But (howfome rev'rence for your Blaze-creator." 



Tim 
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THE SUN 

AND 

THE PEACOCK, 

A FABLE. 

A PEACOCK, mounted on a barn one day, 

Bled with a quantum fufficitoi pride, 
All confequence amid the foiar ray, 

Spread with a flrut his circling plumage wide. 

" Good morrow, (quoth the Coxcomb) Master Suh \ 

** Your braffy face has greatly been admir'd — 
" Now pray, Soju, anfwer me — I'm not in fun— ^ 
« What is there in it to be fo defir'd ? 
" If I have any eyes to fee^ 
" And, that I have, is clear to me^ 
** My tail poflefles far more fplendid grace, 
" By far more beauty than your WoasHip's/tfrfJ* 

The Sun lookM down with fmiles upon the fowl, 
Suppofing it at firfl an owl : 

And thus with gravity reply 'd, ** Sir, know, 
** That though unluckily my JVorJhifsface 
*' Seems far beneath your tail in fplendid grace, 
. " Still to my face that gUtt'ring tail you owe.'* 

« Poh ! (quoth the Peacock) Mafter Svn, 
" Your Highne/s loves a bit of /«»." 

" I beg your pardon," anfwer'd Sol again— ^ 
** And, if you pleafe, I'll condefcend to fhow 
*'- How much to me you ev'ry moment owe 
^ The boafted beauties of your waving train.'* 

*« Agteod, 
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I «< Agreed, with all my foul/' the Bird ref^'d, 
i In aU the full blpwa mfolence of pride ; 

" To credit fuch a talc I'm not the noddy : 
I ^ Prove that the glorious plumage I difplay 
j " Owes all its happy colours to diy ray, 
I " D-m'me,I'U tear my fcathcts from my body*" 

I 

I The challeng'd Sun in clouds withdrew 

I IBs flaming beams from ev'ry view. 

And o'er the world a depth of darknefs fpread : 
i The bats their churches left, to wing the air; 
I The cocks and hens and cows began to flarpi 
{ And fulky went all fupperiefs to bed ; 

For not an Almanack haci op'd its lips 



I . About (6 very wondrous an eclipfe. 

Tlie Peacock too, amongil the reft 
Of marv'Uing fowl and ftaring beaft, 
Tum'd to his feathers with fbme doubt, 
Amaz'd to find his hundred eyes put out| 
indeed all nature appeared as black 
As if old Sol had popp'd into a fack. 

Plcas'd with his triumph, from a cloud, 
The Sun, ftill hiding, call'd aloud, 

" Well ! can ye merit to fny/ace allow ? 
" What's now your colour? where vour hundred eyes ? 
** The mingled radiance of a thouiand dies ? 

" Speak, Matter Peacock, what's your cotour now ?'* 

•* What colour ! " quoth the Bird, as much aiham'd 

Aj5 courtiers high by lofs of office tam'd — 

" To own the truth, much-injur'd Phcebus, know, 

*' I'm not one atom better than a crow. 

" I fee my folly— pity my jwor train ; 

** And let thy goodnefs bid it ftune again.'* 

Tyrants 
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T It K AVT s pf ea/iern realms, whofe fubjeds' nofes^ 

Like a fmith*s vice, your iron pow'r inclofes ; 

Who treat your people juft like dogs or fwine ; 

The meaning of my tale, can ye divine? 

If «<>/, .go try to JinJ it, I befeech ye, 

And do not let your angry Subjects teaciyt. 



cai** 
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CELEBRATION; 



OR 



THE ACADEMIC PROCESSION 



TO 



SAINT JAMES'S, 

AN ODE. 



Rare Band ! whom wide-mouth*d Mob with fhoutsihall hail; 
West at the hesd^ and Wi l t on at the tail / 



Vol. in. 
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Petfr, after the manner of Parfons, prayeth for good 
weather. — He beggeth Morning to Imile on the meat 
and drink, and thecavalcading Members of the Royal 
Academy. — Peter upbraldeth Mifter Wilton for 

fuzzling porter with Ivw People belc^v, when he ihould 
^abonfc aippngft the Antiques^ — ^The Cavalcade de- 
fcribed. — It am veth at Saint James's- — ^The Members 
tremble,— They appear before their Sovereign. — ^They 
fall on their faces.— They get up again. — The Presi- 
dent receives the honour of Knighthood. — He feelcth 
himfelf metamorphofed into a fublimer creature. — A 
moft original, beautiful, and ftjcikiiig comparifort be- 
tween Mifter West's new ftate and that of a Butterfly. 
—Peter wondereth at the great ffywer of a Sworo 
and a ivord, and wiftieth they could improve the literary 
abilitiest)f Mr. West.— The Mkmbers kifs bands ; who^ 
Peter thinketh, would gladly kifs any other part than ii« 
part. of Majesty. 
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TO 

tBE READER. 



MAHYELLIVG RSADEK, 

COON after the death of Dr. Johnson, a fubfcription 
•^ for a Monument to the memory of that celebrated 
Moralist being in circulation amongft the ^f;^ jeople 
of the kingdomf the Royal Academy generouw and 
unanimoufly voted One Hundred Pounds towards the 
eimenfeSy as a tribute of regard for To "^extraordinary a 
Man, and one of their own Members; Dr. Johnson 
holding tfie place of Professor o"? Modern Litera- 
ture. *rnis refolution being prefented to the King, his 
Majesty, in confideration of the extrenie poverty of the 
RoYA L Ac AD EMY,inflead of giving thelloYAL Assent, 
impofed the Royal Veto. — So much for Dr. Johnson. 

In confequence of the exalted idea entertained by the 
Members of the Royal Academy of the late PRfesi- 
dent's (Sir Joshua Reynolds) difcourfes, they re- 
folved in council that an elegant edition (hould be 
printed at the expenfe of the Academy ; one copy to be 
prefented to each of the Members ; the remainder of the 
copies to be depofited in the Library of the Academy ; 
and a copy to be given occafionally to the moft fuccefsnil 
Student, and to the newly -elected Academicians, This 
refolution wasalfo offered to the King, who, on account 
of the ftilUretgning poverty of the Academy, put a period 
to the proceedings, by a Royal Veto ! 

G % Mister. 
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Mister West, theprefent extraordinary President 
of the Royal Academy, »«terrified by Royal Vetos, 
vjitk and ly the advice of his Council, magnanimoufly 
produced another firing of refolutions : — viz. to beg to be 
fermitted to eat and drink^ totis viribus^ in fpite of the 
Academy's poverty y the Academy's and his Majesty's 
good health, aitiidil mountains of meat and oceans of 
drink; to prefent an addrefs of humble thanks to his 
Majesty for his unexampled Munificence to his own 
Academy ; and to be indulged with the honour of pre- 
fenti .-J a handfome Medal of Gold to his Majesty, 
to her Majesty, to the Prince of Wales, and to the 
Princess Royal. Thefc refolutions vftrc fortunately 
received by Majesty with the moft flattering cordiedity i 
and this day^ all thefe things (God willing) are to be per-* 
'formed andi exscuttd^ together with the moft auguft and 
fublime ceremony of Mister Benjamin West's 
KnightJiood,* 

Redeunt Saturnia Regna! 

* Since the firft ^dition, the P§et (as hath been fometwus the cafe 
with the moft infpired chara£lers) finds himfelf miftaken ; the cete* 
mony did not take place: had this ne plus ultra of laughable and de- 
graded Knighthood happened, the Knights of Fig Nicba/foM would have 
held up their ieaJu 



IT 



THE 
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ACADEMIC PROCESSION 

TO 

SAINT JAMES'S. 



O OL, put thee on thy belt gold wig to-day r 
'^ Let rude December be the gentle May ; 

ChainM be the tempefts, and well bung'd the riin j 
Nor let a fog his fullen twilight fpread^ 
. As lately dark'nihg bade us Slink the head 

Of fome HiGH-TiTLBD Man was cleft in twsun* 

Yes, yes, let Morn look down with fmiling pride, 
And fmHe on r^ail, and boil'd, and bak'd, and fry^^ 

And griird, and devill'd, gums of Genius greetings 
Smile too upon the Academic Men, 
Refpeftables indeed \ who, nine in ten. 

Well as oi paint ingy know the art of eating. 

Smile too on the proceffion— ^^2/5^/ Throng. 
That glorious through the Strand fhall move along^ 

And at Saint James's give th' addrefs of honey ^ 
Full of rich loj^aity and candied praif^ 
For royal favours thai a woi-ld aTnaze / 

Flz. pi^uits, ftatues, drawings, books, and moneyr 

Rare Band I wh«m wide^mouthM MoB with fhoots fhall 

hall; 
West at the head, and Wilton at the tail. 

G J Yet 
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Yet let not Wilton join the glorious rear; 
No, let not Wilton in the band appear; . 
Wilton, who, lazy beer-admiring Mafter, 
For Whitbread, quits his pupils and their plailer ; 
Deferts, for common ferving-men, the room. 
And hobs or n^hs with Ladies of the Broom : 

Preferring thus black Charles's * iEthiop face ' 
To Belvidere Apollo's head and grace; 

O fie ! 'midft vulgar porter-pots reeling ; 
Who leav'ft great ^rcules tor poor grw JoHN,f 
And, what mnft fliock the feelings of a ftone, 

The youthful Venus for old Mother Maltng.} 

See \ from yon Dome, amid th' expe6lant throng, 
Slow moves the tribe of Benjamin along, 
*• While Fa M e before them with her trumpet flies ; 
Whiift on their heads, from bulks and chimney-tops. 
As thick as herrings, or as thick as hops. 
Wild Admiration cafts her countlefs eyes. 

And now they reach the Gate of Adoration ! 
And now a very fudden palpitation 

Amid the fibres of their hearts they feel ! 
And now of Royalty th' eleftric fhock, 
Juft as a man upon the biack-brow'd rock 

Has oft experienced from the numbing Eel.§ 

And now they panting mount Saint James's flairs,. 
In goodly order and in goodly pairs ; 

Now at the Hall of Audience they arrive ; 
Now 'midft the blaze of Majesty they fall 
Prone on their feces, like affrighted Paul, 

Half dead, alas \ poor Saint ! and half alive. 



* A Servant of the R. Academy. 
f An old Servant alfi of the R. Academy^ $ 
. X A Servant likewift of the R. Academy. 
§ The Torpeda. 

4 See 
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See theniy Kke nme-pihs tumbled od the plain ! 
And now they get upon their ends again ! — 

Behold grave Benjamin th' Addrefs prefent ! 
Now on his knees (his foul's firft wiih !) delighted, 
Behold tf«f tf-Quaker Benjamin be-knighted, 

Amidft a moon-ey'd hoft of wonderment ! 

Now on his ihoulder drops the magic fword : 
" Arifc Sir Benjamin !" the Sovereign fays— 

Happy, the Knight arifeth at the word, 

And feels himfelf o'erwhelm'd with Glory's rays. 

In bolder flreams his blood begins to flow ; 

His heart fublime, a richer torrent pours ; 
He looks contemptuous on the mob below. 

And, fwelling, now a pyramid he tow'rs. 
With Lords behold him talk — with Ladies chat 
Of iceptres, fnufF, rebellions, and aU that. 

Thus from his humble (hop the filken Worm 
That crawPd at firft the earth, to man's furprife,. 

Burfls forth with fplendour — ^what an angel form ! 
And mounts on glittering wings of gold the Ikies j 

Talks to this mealy Lord, and now that. Faik^ 

So happy mingling with the Tribes of Air ! 

Ah ! dwelleth fuch rare virtue in a /word f 
Ah ! lodgeth fuch huge magjc in a word ? 
Good heav'ns \ what pity for th' unlettered Knigbt^ 
They cannot teach io/peak and read and write / 

And now they humbly all kifs hands fo fweet ; 
How bleft the hand of Majesty to greet ! 

For which, miles high would thoufands gladly jump x 
And would but facred Majesty permit^ 
Such really is Ambition's raging fit, 

{Uiilike Rabelais the rogue*) they'd kifs the rump / 

^ * The ftory of Rabdais numiDg from the Pope's prefence is too well 
kaowo to be repeated. 

Now 
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Now clothM with honour, fee the troop retreat f 
Now Majesty's good health ihey drink and eat ! 

Now, maudlin, Majesty's good health di/gorge ! 
Now on poor kingk/s France Ihey run their rigs ! 
Now mad for Majesty they burn their wigs \ 

Now, loyal, fry their watches * for King George t 

♦ This farce was aiJluaUy pcrforiaed during the late reign, in the full 
form pf loyalty, by the Mayor and Aldcrrocn-of a certain Corporatioit 
in a wcften covuity . 
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ARGUMENT. 

T^ humane Petition of th(^ Frikc&ss Ror.AL*^Hia 
M^— y's rebukeful reply, full of GraadeiUy and fa- 
vourabk to the Wig intere(l^^The Princess retires-r- 
^s fublime a coniparifon as ever entered the head of 
ixian, as Addison, faid of his Aagel'dnuic in his famms 
and long-forgotten Campaign— The Princess Augusta 
petitioneth with equal fucceOs*— A moft beautiful Com- 
parifon alio on the occafion — ^The Bard again addreflcth 
the Muse — ^The Cooks turn rank Cowards^ as well as 
their Wives and Daughters^ overpowered by the blaze 
of Majesty, and a golden Coat-— A Bible J'Zflvi^if— A 
ienfible Exclamation of the Poet on the unexpected 
Cowardice of the Cooks— A fine Weft Indian Compa- 
rifon— The Poet patlietically raoufneth over the gra- 
dual Decay of Royalty— The impudent and fool^ 
Speech of the Mob in regard to Royalty and the 
Great— The Poet's (hort and judicious Rcfledtion on 
the Speech of the Mob— The Co ok- Major's pathetic 
Speech to the King-— Madam Schwellenbero moft 
fcornfully and angrily replieth to the Cook-Ma- 
jor's Speech--- Another Great Lady's Speech, com- 
pofed ot lefs acrimony than Madam Schwellenberg's 

-—His M ^y adviieth the Cooks to be quietly (hay^d, 

and promifeth them Wigs^w//j---T)AME Avarice re- 

monltrateth to M y on the folly of the Prefent of 

Wigs, with ftrong and economfcal reafons — - Da MB 
Avarice abufeth fome of the Quality; and ap- 

plaudeth her M y for the many inftances of her 

Javhig Powers— -His M — ^y becometh a Convert to the 
Speech of Dame AyARiCE---The Poet's fine Re- 
flexion on Generofity — His M y ordereth the Cooks 

40 be feated for the Shave— -The. K fpeaketh Mar- 
vels in favour of Majefty — Deep Reflcdlions of the Poet 
on Ambition, with the various Examples of her 
Power— -The Cooks at length fubmit to he Jba*ved-"ATi 
American Comparifon on the occafion, perhaps not 
plcafing to eertain Great Pkople!— The Poet ad- 
dreffeth the Muse on the want of a Battle^ fo neceflary 
to an Efic Poem— -The Poet, glorying in Honour, 
refufeth to maketh a Battle where there was none ; pro- 
claiming, at the fame time, his ability, were a Battle ne- 
ceflary— His M y exulteth in his Vidory over tlie 

Cooks— His M^—yendeavoureth, to.prpv? by ajfertion 

the 
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the property of .the Louse— Alfo the Certainty of its 
being a real Loufey by his great acquaintance with Natural 
Hiftory— The K— , in his great juftice, ftxnoetb the 
little Animal, by way of conTi6tion— The Poet ex- 
hibiting biblical and ^laj/kal Knowledge in an Account of 
Animals that have fpoken^ in order to reconcile the 
Reader's revolting mind to the Speech of the Louse— 
The LovsE fpeecbifietb^ and giveth a wonderful Hiftory of 
Himfelf, his Family, and M/j^or/»xrAf Louse proveth the 
fuperior Antiquity of his Race to that of Kings — The 
K— , in wrath, giveth Louse the //V, and endea- 
vbureth his de(lru6non— -Zephyr, trembling at his 
danger, fuddenly beareth him off to the celeftiaiRegion ; 
and, after twice changing his mind, converteth him into 
a Star, difcovered won after by the Great Doctor 
tiERSCHELL, and his Spy-Glafs, which, in compliment < 
tohis Majesty, the Doctor baptized the Gcorgium 
£ious!Il 
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N' 



row with the fwcctcft lips that love infpirOy 
' The Princess Royal thus addrers'd her Sire^ 
** O Sir, for once attend a daughter's pray'r— 
** Reilrain your fary from your people's hair : 
** A thoufand bleflings will their mouths beftow, 
" And ev'ry heart with gratitude o'erflow : 
'** Yox/uch a vi(^'ry, who would give a fig ? 
"** Pray, Sir, don't make them wear a nafty wig." 
Such founds, fo fweet, that moft divinely broke, 
As might have mollified the fturdy oak, ' 
Were fruhlefs doom'd on royal ears to fell ! 
YtxMufic drove the Devil out of Saul J 
To HER the Ki^TG, with moft aftonifhM eyes. 
And furly wrinkled brows fo ftern, replies : 
** What, what ? not Jhave 'em, Jkavc 'em, now they're 

" catigiit^ 
" What 1 have this pretty hubbub all for wv^^/ ^ 
** No, no, girl; no, girl; no, girl; no, girl— -no— 
** Beg- on tilldoomfday, girl— it flian't be fo. 
** How, how; pray, would it look, how, how, prar, 

" look? 
** People would fwear I could not ihave a Cook. 
••* You call wigs nafiy^ Mifs ? Fine fpeecb, indeed ! 
♦* lion't, don^t you fee I've one upon n^y h^ad ? 
■** <?ohack, go back, Miss Pert," he bluntly cried ; 
Then with his e Ibow pufh'd the nymph aiide : 

Vot. IIL U Although 
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Although the Monarch did not box her ears. 
He drown'd the radiance of hf^r eye with tears. 

Far from the wrathfiil King the Maid withdrew. 
And veil'd her modeft beauties from his view. 
Thus when the virgin Morn her blufties fpreads, 
And paints with pureil ray the mountab heads ; 
Behold, tbofe bluQies fo clivine to (hroud, 
The furly Bo rs.as gathers cv'ry cloud ; 
Bids the huge phalanx feek thelmiling Bail, 
And blot the luftre of her crimfon vcS : 
From pole to pole extends the blackening band ; 
Cloud preffing cloud, obeys his nide command 2 
In tears flie moves away, the heavenly Maid, 
And leaves him Monarch of the mighty fhade. 

Now o'er the Sov*rehn*s flioulder, with a figh. 
The fair Augusta call a pitying eye ; 
And whifper'd to her Sire a tender pray*r, ^ 

To fave from razor-rage the heads of hair 5 
When, lo! the King t. . 
^* What, you too, Mifs,* petition for each knave ? 
^ You, you, too, Mifs, an ejiemy to Jkavt /" 

Mute was the Maid ; when foft from King and Cooks, 
Concern'd, (he (hrunk away, with fweeteft looks : 
Thus, o'er a murky cloud the Moon fo btight, 
Oft' gives a peep of momentary light ; 
Much as to fay; ** I wifh my fmilcs to grant, 
•* To cheer you darkling mortals, but I can't." . 
€ing, heav'nly Goddess, how the -Cooks behavM, 
Who fwore they'd all be d — n*d ere they'd be lhay*d ; 
Who penn'd to Majesty the bold petition. 
And daring fum'd with rebel oppofition I 

Cow'd, cow'd, al^s ! the Lords of faucepans f^W 
£ach heart fo val'rous funk into the heel : 
And, lo ! each threat'ning Amazonian Dame, 
tier fpirit drooping, and extin£t }ier flam^^w ' 

For, 
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For, lo ! of Majefty the pow'rful blaze, 

His coat's bright gold, and eyeballs rolling gaze, 

Tuft like the light that coverM fad Saint Paul, ^ 

Flaih'd on their vifages, and fmote them all ! 

Who could have thought that things would thus havr 

ended ? 
Fate feemingly a dreadful crafh intended ! , 
Such ftately reiolujion in the Cooks, 
, Such fierce demeanour iir their fpoufes looks ! 
But thus in Weflern India Jove ordains 
At times an afpe6t wild of hurricanes : 
Dark grows the iky, with gleams of thrcat'ning red 5 
All nature dumb, the fmallcft zephyr dead — 
Bird, beaft, and mortal, trembling, pauiiug, ftill, 
Expe<5tant of the tempeft^s mighty will. 
Tremendous paufe ! when, lo ! by fmall degrees, 
Light melts the mafs ; with life returns the breeze ; 
And Danger, on his cloud, who fcowl'd difmay, 
Moves fullcn with his congregated glooms away. 
How ftrange that Kings, with borrowed plumes who foap^ 
Should make the very wing-makers adore ! 
Strange that the realm, by which a Monarch lives, 
Should tremble at the Majefty it gives ! 
Strange that an Empire fo much reafon wants, 
When bounteous Majefty a penfion grants^ 
As not to underftand, the ftupid ftone, . 
He granteth not a fixpence of his own ! 
What's ft ranger ftill, indeed, to people's eyes, 
That Monarchs and their wives (liould feeni fo wife f 
But fo it is indeed ! — and yet I hear 
That Majefty is felling from its fphere; 
Wabt^s mighty /3r/?-r^/<? dwindling to 2Ljkiffi 
The knees of A D o R A T 1 o N w axing ft iff. 
That bent fo pliantly to/o/i of State — 
Goclt-turkcy Grandeur verging to his fete. 
But Time difcovers truth — in folly far, 
Folk deem'd a beam from bogs a fellmg ftar,,. 
And fancied thunder, all fo dread, ador*d, 
The voice tremendous of an angerMXord ; , 

H2 " The* 
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The lightning his fwift vengeance— ncvef dreamihg* 

That mortals, ever porihg, ever fchemingy 

Should find that in a phial they fhould lock it, 

And bear heav'n's vengeance in their breeches pocket;. 

In France, lo ! Homage much has loft her awe, 

And Ifi'/J/ies now to kifs the Lion *s paw : 

Nay, dares to fancy (an old rebel jade,) 

Kings and their thrones of like materials made ; 

Nay, fancy too (on bold rebeUion's brink) 

That fubje6h have a right to /peak and tJiiiTri ; 

Revileth kings, for praife and wonder born, 

Caileth crowns fools caps^ that their heads adern ; 

And facred fceptres, which we hire adare^ 

Mrafi picklocks for the houfes of the Peof-^ 

Thus Curiosity no longer fprings, 

And wide-mooth'd W.onder gapes no more at ICiNO«i 

Heavens! if Eqttaltty all i^anks confounds, 

No more fhall we be whiftled to like hounds j 

Ffeedom will talk to Kings in dauntlefs tone, 

And female Majesty be juft //<»/« Joan J 

Now takinjT courage to his h oneft brraff, 
H*« hand the Major energetic prefs'd ; 
Cloth 'd with humility's mild beam his eye, 
He thus addrefs'd the Sovereign with a figh : — 
** O King, you've callM me an old foo?l to whine; 
** But Vm not old — ftill many a year is mine; 
** Tho' white, as tho' from 77iff^, my temples grow, 
" In G R ATI Tu D e's cold hand hath form'd their mow— 
** Grief dims thefe eyes, and whitens every hair : 
** And, lo ! my wrinkles are the tracks of care ! 
" To tread Life's wild, unwounded by a thorn, 
•* Was ne'er the lucky lot of woman-born. 
** Man fliould.be kind to man, O beft of Kings, 
<* And try to blunt the ills that Nature brings ; 
.** Not bid the cup of bittemefs o'erik)w, 
** And to her thoufands add another woe.-^ 
" Ah I if a trifle can a fmile employ, 
" How cruel, Sir, to iiWthe infant joy ! 

" How 
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* How fldnt of Happinefs the fcatler'd ray, 
•* That cheers of life, alas ! the little day ; 
" "N^hilc Care and Sorrow's imp-like'hoU iavade^> 
** And fill a fighing univerfe with {hade ! 
Then bid your royal indignation ceafe; 
** And fuffer our poor locks to reft in peace'*— - 
^ He ended. — ^Now with fcorn fo keen infpir'd, 
And anger, uninyited, undefir'd. 
Did Madam Schwellekberg> devoid of grace, 
O'er the Queen's flioulder poke her cat-like fece ;— ■ 
** And thus-—" Mine Gote den — vat a fancy vretch !• 
•* How cleberly dis poor old fella preach ! 
" Bring him dc polepit*— dat he fal be potcin— 
•• Jan beat de jVIettodifles all to notin."— 
Now fpoke the Spouse of our moflr glorious Kingy. 
Who deemed a loufe a very nafty thing ; 
Norfolk of Strelitz are fo neat and dean,> 
They thinfe of vermin with abhorrent mien T^— - 
For cleanlinefs fo mueh in Strelite- thrives, 
Folks never fawa loufe rn all their lives. 
" BlineGote I 'mong men an women, an de boy9,v 
•* Dis fhave indeed make veiy pretty noife ! 
** Goote Gote ! make isout about a leetel hair 1 
" Wig bp deiaihion— Dixon, take de-fliair-^ 
" Sheet down, and don'f make hubbub fhqft like pig v 
" Dare's noting, terrible .about a wig. 
** Mine Gote ! de tremblin fellow feem afred, 
** As if we put a tiger 'pon his head— 
** De Ladies now wear wig upon d*r crown ^^ - ' ^♦; 
" So iheet you down, Jan Dixon, (heet you down.— ^. 
** Cook tell his King and Queen he von't be {have 1 
•* Egote ! de Englis don't know how behave ! . 
•* Let Cook fay fo in Strelitz,. ah ! mine Gote ! 
** Dere would be foldiers dat would cut dertroat. • 
•* You know dat King an Queen, you rebel, Jan,, 
•* Can cut your head off in a moment, man— 
•* Lord ! '. den, you may. be tankfull dat wcj^^r^, 
** An only cut off good-^for-notin hair. 
•* You know dat in our hiftory you read,. 
*♦ How King^of.Enelpnicut off fu%wts:heiid !^'' 

H3, «Y«^ 
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'« Yes, pleaftf your Mj^efty/* tbc Cook refilfV^ 

** And ibmething, If I don't miftake, ^de — 

«* Hwr/tdfeSs alio cut off heads of Kings ) 

'^ But theie undoubtedly are horrid t&iiig»-— 

^ Wide from the truth then does the proverb wander, 

•* Sauce for the goofe, is faucc too for the gander/'— 

At this diro irony, with fable look, 

The anger'd Queen of England fmott the Coofc. 

Thus can the fweetefi ^poition feel, 

And, when excited, ring a glorious peal. 

Whene'er it happens, (&]t it happens rare) 

Look fliarp, my Mailers — ^let the work! beware. 

Thus water, all fo fimple, cool, and mild. 

So foft, it would not injuce e'en a child. 

Yet, goaded by the fire, how warm it grows, 

Difplaying fymptoms of diAurb'd repofe ! 

Sudden it fwells, and, o'er the oauklron's fide, 

Foams the ^trcc catara^'s tumultuous tide ; 

And, in a twinkling, fee the foolifh fire, 

Whelm'd by the water, with a whi^ expire. 

Now filence broke the King-r-" Sit down, fit down ! 

•* Come, come, let every barber take his crown ; 

•* I'll (how fome mercy, t' ye, ye naily pngsrj 

«« For mind, mind, mind, I'll ^ for all the wigs !** 

At d&efe hfk words, forth crawl'd an ancient Dame, 

Sharp-nos'd, half ilarv'd, and Avar k;s her name j^ 

With wrinkt'd neck, and parchment-like to view, 

That e'en the coarfeft 'kerchief ieldom knew: 

With hawk-Uke eyes that glitten'd o'er her gold, 

And, raptur'd, ev'ry hour her ti*eaf«re told y 

Who of her fingers form'd a comb ib Mr, . 

And with a garter filletted hef hair j 

Who fiercely fnatch'd, with wild devouring eyce^ 

An atom of brov/n fugar from the flies j 

Made a fad candle from a dab of fat, 

And dole a ftinking ftfh-head jBrom aicac ; 

Sav'd of the muili»l bread the crumbs, and tte^ 

A dinner in the/crapit^ of a cheefe ; 

Whiffing a ihimp of pipe, a frequent treat, 

Ttot i^Wes the ftonnach. imoke^ poor thing I for mea^s-* 
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Forth hobbled thfe old Dame,, "mth fhaklng beai, | 

Like, in her crooked form, tfce letter ««A— 

The Palace-watchy and guardian moftftvcre 

Of drops of dying and of dead fmall beer : 

A Dame who hated idle dogs and cats, 

And trembled at a rompus of the rats ; ^ 

Nay liften'd, jealous fcratching of a mouib, 

Afraid the imp might fwafllow the whole houfe i 

The careful prorince her^B to fell old flioes, 

Old hats, ola coats, and breeches, totheJeWs; 

And drive, wtth dog-like fury, from the door. 

The plaintive mnrraurs of the famifli'd Poor >— 

The Dam^ who bade the great Sir Fr Aifircis icll 

The fecrcd PuljMt, and the good old Bell !♦ 

Forth bobbPd She, and^ in a quick fhril! tone, 

Thus to ihe King of Nations fpoke the Crone :— ' 

•* God blefe u^, Sir, why give me leave to fey, 

•* Your Majefty is throwing things away !' 

" What! give the fellows wigs for every head ! 

** A piece of rare extravagance indeed ! 

" Let them iuy wigs dem/elves^ a dirty crew ! 

** An*C plcafe your Majcfty, what's that to you ?' 

" You buy the rafcah^ wigs,, indeed, fo- nice ! 

** It only fflves encouragement to lice. 

^"^ Marry 

« No— let! 

** Lord ! . 

" CofVs (He'av'n prote£t us!) what would tnskt yaH' 

*' ftare. .... 

•* Hours in the barber's hands, fbrfeoth, they lit, 
•* Reading the newfpapcrs, and books of wit ! 
" Jiift like our men of quality, forfooth, 
•* Each fttll-ag'd gentleman,, and dapper youth ! 
*^ Newmarket now, and now the Nation ftudying, , 
** In clouds of flour fufficient for a pudding. 

* Sir. Francis Drake. Verily thU is a h^„ The Bar^n^ lfl*df ^ 
lifpofedof the Pulpit and Bell of rhe old Chapel ^t Nutwell, in Dcvocb- 
ftiire, bttilc by bis imixioital anctftor. The maxBii kitcrtft o£ f>«r> 
Ihilltngs was too iafidcacing to'be wchftood, 

*^Lordl 
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*^ Lord ! what extravagance I fee and hear ! 
^' Unlike your Majefty and Madam there, 
^ Our Great confume and fquander, fling away—" 
*^ 'Tis rout and hubbub-— fpend, fpend, night and day U 
** Such racketing that people's peace deftroys, 
** As if the world was only, made for noife.— 
** Would ev'ry Duchefs copy our gpod Queeny 
** More money in their punes would be fecn ;^, 
** Her Majefty to tkwgj can condefcend, 
<^ Which our fine quality, with nofean end, 
** Behold withyif^ contempt, and^^^ a grin,- 
^^ As though a little faviu^ was a fin ! 
•« Her Majefty, God bleis her 1 does not icom- 
** To fee a flocking and a flioe w// worn ; ^^^ 

** To mend, or darn, or clean a luteilring gown^. 
** So QQOck'd^ indeed, by all the Great in town. 
** Her Majefty at Frogmore,* day and night, 
** Can to their labour keep her pupils tight ; 
** See that to Milliners no trifle goes, 
«* That may be done beneath her own great nofc. 
** Her Majefty can buy a hat, or cloal^ 
'** In flidps, indeed, as cheap as common folk r 
•* She will not be impos'd upon, (he fays— 
** O what a good example for our days ! 

** When Prudence di(Ebites, lo! no pride fhe feels r , 

'* Could order fhoes to come with copper heels. i 

** Yes, Majefty could nobly pride renounce, 
•* And make a handfome/^zci^r* of ^firnnct; 
^'^ *$te2Ldof lawHgauze^ defcend, Gre^tC2ueen! to crape^ 
" And, 'ftead otribb<m^ draw a gown with tapa- 
^•* Turn hats to bonnets, by her prudence led, 
♦* And clean a tarnifli*d fcangl'd ftioe with bread ;- 
♦* A gown's worn fleeve from long to fiort devote,, 
** And into pockets cut an upper, coat ; 
^ Cuts fhifts to nightcaps, fatm cloaks to muJOTs, » 
•* And calmly frill groat ribbons into ruffs :, 

* A Farm near Windfory wKere a jxircel of^young \vDiiieny the 
Prtf^/W of Majefty, are conftantly employed in working Beds, and 
very well know the meaning of the phrafc*--^' Working one'.s fingers to 
«* the ftumjpj." . . 

** Blcto 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



I 



THB 2.eUSIAD. CANTO V, ^^J 

^* Bleft with the rareft economic wits, 
•* Transform an old filk ftocking into Mits ! 
•* Transform too (fo convertible arc things !) 
♦* E'en flannel petticQats to caps for Kings. — 
*• And then your Majefty, whom God long keep ! 
" How fond, indeed, of every thing that's cheap I 
•' ♦ Beft is beft ch^ap' — you very wifely cry ; 
** And fo, an't pleafe your Majefty, fay I. 
*' Lord blefs us ! why iliould people fpend and riot ? 
** WJieu people c^n/o fave by living quiet ? 
" Give to the Poor^ forfooth ! a rare exploit ! 
** Catch what you can, and never give a doit. 
** To Saving, every one (hould go to fchool— 
" Tomymin^, Generosity's a fool.— 
** Look at the Prince of Wales now. Sir, your fou— 
** Poor youth ! by Generolity undone— 
** When was he ever known diftrefs to fcout, 
•* And to a onc-Jcgg'd beggar fey-^* Get out !' 
** Inflead of proper words, as, * Varlet I Slave! 
** Gb to your parifli, to your M^orithowfe, knave t^ 
•* In goes his hand, arid Out his purfe fe« 4i»a\w, - 
** Relieves the rogue, and violates the kiws : 
" With puling Pity's tears, his eyes o'erflow— 
** Plague on his lips that neve^- can fay— ''No.' 
' " He values money juft as fo much dirt ; ^ 

•• And to a beggar's pray 'r would give his fliJrt; 
*• His open heart was made for ruin — ^rot it ! 
'** I wonder where the dev*l it was h^got it,— '^ 
" A pretty difpofition his, in troth : " ' 

*' People fhould cut their garments to the cloth \ 
•* Befides, Sir, there's another ugly thing, 
" He is not proud enough to be a kiag : 
•* No diftant carnage his, no lofty mind, 
•* But ail civility to all mankind : 
^ All fpeak their thoughts — his friends don't nHrttet*t 

*' mince, 
" For nobody \% frightened at the Pr i N c e : 
** He bids therii ^[/pedk outy without contreml, 
*^ And fcoras th« fycophant wlio hides his foul. 

M What 
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« Wlftt fort of king hc1l make, I cannot tclf, 

** With fuch a heart — and yet I wifti him well. 

" But kings fhould be clofe-fifted, proud, highflyers j 

•* Nay Authors fay, too, HypBcrites and Ltars, 

** But, Sir, I beg your pardon — to return . 

" To thofe fame dirty Cooks that vou ihould fpurn— * 

" Give them no wigs, the Beails ^ for, as I fay, 

" 'Tis kindnefs and good money flung away," 

Thus ended A v a r ice, at laft, hbr fpeech. 

With praife of King and Queeny and faving, rich. 

Such words, delivered with a folemn air, 

Made the great Ruler of three kingdoms flare. 

** Right, right, 'tis very right," the Monarch cries, 

And on his millions rolls his mental eyes — 

" Right, MisTREs» Avarice, right, right, indeed f 

** I won't buy wigs for every nafty beaid ; 

** No, no, they'll fave it, favc it, as you fay — 

•* I won't, I won't, I won't, fling pence away V* 

Here let us paufe again, and think how hard, 
That good intentions (hould be quickly marr'd I 
Ah ! Generosity's a tender plant, 
Its root is weakly, and its bearings fcant T 
Self-love, too near it, robs it of each ray, 
And thirfty, fucks the rills of life away. 
Vile weed! (like docks in c©arfeft foil they Hart) 
That thnveth in the cold and flinty heart.— 
** Cope, come, fit down," jkhe Monarch deign'd ts- 

rave; 
** Cooks, cooks, fit down — Come, Barbers, fhavc, fiuvo^ 

" ihave. 
" Yes, yes, I think 'tis right, 'tis right and juft— 
" Indeed you muft be fliav'd — you mud, you mud. 
*' Cooks muft not over Kin^s and Prmces tow'r — 
," Muft ft\ow the world that we have got fome pow'r,"* 
Thus, by Ambition fir'd, the Monarch ended 
A. fpeech to be tranfcended, but not mended. 
What different roads to Fame Ambition takes! 
What hubbub in this uuder-world ftie makes I 

AMBlTrOK,, 
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Ambttion,^ the Qjieen-paffion of the foul— • ' 

£v'n Love, fweetLovs, indeed, has lefs cofitrouL 

Ambition makes the w^e z/ool at Court; 

Ambition drowns an Alderman in porti 

Ambition fpursour Great in plsys to fpout— 

Spurr'dSiR John Dick to gaig a ftar by Croutc ; 

Bade Lady Mary for a eunuch figh. 

And Richmond unto battles turn his eye. 

To beam the cynofure of Bagfhot wars, 

And give Posterity a Britifti Mars. 

Ambition bade four Johnson lick the throne;i 

And blink at ev'iy merit but his own ; 

BoswELL with pndfe a Hottenot befmear, 

And give his country up to lead a Bear. 

Ambition bade Sir Will make new, old jugs, 

And bake his immortality in mugs : 

Bade round the world thej&m'dSiR Joseph float, 

To kifs Queen Oberea in the boat; , 

And fpurs him now his blood's laft drop tofiied. 

In quefl of butterflies without a head ; 

Ambii ion nobly fpurr'd the King of Men 

To walk through Herschell's tube and back agen ; 

A deed whofe luftre, Envy muft allow. 

Deep plann'd at Windfor, and pcrform'd at Slough ! * * 

Ambition fpurr'd the Man of royal birth, . 

To humble'MADAM Schwellenberg to eaxth ; 

Thas to the gardens of Imperial Kew, 

When Madam Schwellenberg, for health, with- 

drew. 
And round the alkys of that fem'd abode. 
Sublimely ambling, on a Jack-afs rode ; 
Lo! Majesty fo fly, with ftick and pin, 
Drove the iharp mifchief through J Acis frighten'd flcin ! 
When, lol the beaft, with fudde^i ftart and bound, . 
Wild plunging, hurl'd die Lady to the ground ; ' 

Where, lo \ fuch things appear'd (her legs I mean) 
As never ought by mortals to be feen ; 

* A village near Windlbr, the reficlcnce of Dr. HprfchdB. 

3 ^^^ 
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Legs that ne'er &w, ye gods ! the fun before ! 
SucA legs / as fct great Caeiar in. a roaf. 
Ambition bids the man of ropes, or fig5, 
Or fifhy or brafs, or foolfcap, peas, or pigs. 
Sigh for the golden chain, and coach fo fair. 
In fhort, tomihetheCity.'s fun— Lord May'r! 
Bleft man ! in pomp to vifit at St. James, 
And pour his ^Ided barges on the Thames; 
Devour with nobles, in th' Egyptian hall^ 
And trip it with a Duchefs at the ball ! 
Rich honours ! but what pity my Lord Mat'k 
Should lofe, at length, his chain and coach fo ^dr, ^ 
And gorgeous gown, and wig, and bright attire. 
And converfe fweet of Lord, and Knight, and 'Squire; 
Sheriffs, andCouncilmen, and Common Hunt, 
To fwcat with candles, or with hogs to grunt 3 
3id wax^ for greajy muitcn-UghtSy adieu ; 
Drop wigs for night-caps, robes for apron blue ^ 
And quit of Justice the celeilial fcales, 
To weigh cheefe, fugar, tallow, or hobnails! 
Inftcad of queftions from the bcft of Kings, 
^Ony^/iV matters, confequentisd things, 
To hear a raggamuffin in his fliop — 
^< Soap, Mauer Guttle, quick, a pound of foap !** 
With fuch a careleis, broad, irrev'rent flare. 
As though the Chandler ne'er had been Lord May'r !<-^ 
But fo it is — poor Merit oft complains ! 
Bled iAhe mortal born with Goo/e's brains I 
What fignifiesthe wifdom of the fchools, 
Jf Fortune only will make love to Fdcls ^ 
Now to the Cooks, O wand'ring Mufe, return ; 
For, lo ! our readers with impatience bum ! 
Aw'd by the voice of King, and Queen, and Page, 
And Madam Sckwellenberg's relentlefs rage ^ 
Down fat the Cooks, amid a wondering hoil ; 
The Barbers labourfd and the locks were lofl I 
Thus when Burgotn b, oppofing all the fate$, 
Defied, at Saratoga, General Gates; 
Sudden the Hbk o dropped his threaf ning.iiil, 
And wifely deem'd it tolly Xo refifl ; 

Dropp'4 
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Dr/ropM in the Victor's arms (unludcy tet!) 
And faw his legions fink without a fliot !-^ 
Speak, hcavenjiy Goddrfs^. was. there then no ftay, 
No drops di Uood effus'd to mark tlie day ? 
No fifty-cuffs, ao eyes as bbck ^ night, 
No cat^Ukc fcij^hos, no reyengefiil bite ? 
l^or fifty Hcu^'sy jior eyes as bU<^ as night. 
Nor cat^ke fcr^tch^, nor revengeful bite. 
The palace jvitnefe'd.— Thus the Mufe divine 
Muft clofe, without one drop of blood, the line ; 
And readers,' ba«ikM of dc»ds of high renown, 
Perhaps ihall, grumbling for their money, frown. 
What can we do, if Fat* produced »« fray ? 
The Poet dares not make a mttrd'rotis day — 
Should Falsehood's tale the Epic Bard defile^ 
Which damiieth hatf th' hSftorians of 6ui7 Ifle \ 
How QGuld he h<dd ak>ft his tunefull head, 
Or proudly iiope at Doomfday to be read ; 
The glowing, wifti of every Son of Rlume, 
To fink into Eternity with Time ? 
Yet nought w^e eafier thap to form a fray. 
And bring a dozen gods to aid the day- 
Yet nought were eafier than to raife a battle-^ 
Make iron head -piece againft head-piece rattle ; - 
Nails nails oppofe, and grinders grinders greet,^ 
Nofe poke at nofe, andjftomachs ftomachs meet ; 
Wild-rolling eye-balli againft eye -balls glare. 
The dufty floor beftrew*d with teeth and hair; 
Caps, petticoats, and kerchiefs load the ground. 
The trembling roofs with mingled cries refound ; 
Legs of joint-ftools, and chairs, their vengeance pour 5 
And blocks and mopfticks fly, a wooden fliow'r; 
Raife clamours ^qual to an Indian yell, 
Tranfcendfd only by the houfe of hell ; 
Nay, bid old Erebus, in fulphur ftrmig, 
Difplay his flaming cauldron in our fong. 
Proud of the ^have^ the King of Nati^Mis fmiPd ; 
Nay, laugh'd triumphant, -with his glory wild : 
But ftill, to fliew Ills jufticcy thus he faidi— 
** Mind, mind me, Gentry with the ftuven head ; 

\QX,lk. I « Know 
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** Know, know the Loufe belongs to fome ofyou^^^ 

** It is a Loufe— it is— 'tis very true : 

^ Yes, yes, belongs to fome one of your houfe — 

" iVe read Buffon— yes, yes, I knovtr a Loufe.'* 

A pill-box then he op'd, with eager look, 

And ihewLM the Crawler, to convince each Cook. 

Thelong-ear'dbeail of Balaam, lo! we find, 

Sharp to the bead that rode him, fpoke his mind : 

The mournful Xanthus * (iays the Bard of oW) 

Of Peleus' warlike fon the fortune told :— 

Thus to jthe captive Loufe was language giv'n, 

Which proves what intereft JtJSTicE holds in heav'H, 

The Vermin, rifing on his little rump. 

Like Ladies' lap-dops, tliat for mufSn mump. 

Thus, folemn as our Biihops, when they preach. 

Made, to the beft of Kings, his maiden fpeech : — 

*' Know, mighty Monarch, I was borri and bred 

" Deep in the burrows of a Page's head ; 

** There took I fweet Lous ill a unto wife, 

" My foul's delight — ^the comfort of my life : 

" But, on a day, your Page, Sir, dar'd invade 

*• Cowslip's fweet lips, your faithful dairy maid ; 

•* Great v(«ts the ftruggle for the fhort-liv'd blifs ; 

•• At length he won the long-conteile^id kifs !— 

." Lo 1 mid the ftruggle, thus it came to pafs ; 

•* Down -dropp'd my wife and I upon the lafs ; 

" From whence we crawl'd (and who*s without am- 

** biti6u? 
** WIk) does not wifti to better his condition ?) 
^ To Ycu^ dread Sir, where, lo ! we lov*d.. arid fed, 
" (^Dharni'd with the fortune of a royal head ; 
*• Wh^re, fafe from n^l and comb, and bluft'ring wind, 
" We neftled in your little lock behind; 
" Where many a beauteous baby plainly proves, 
** Heav'n, lil'e^a King's, can blefsa Louie's loves ; 
** Where niaiiy a time, at court, I've joiii'd your Grace, 
•* And .witli )JPU gajlop'd in the gbrious chace; 

' ' *^ 

^I'hchorfcofAchUlcs. 

Xpusjlla, 
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* LousiLLA, too, my children, and my nits, 

•* Juft ffighten'd, fometimes, out of ail their wits- 
^ It happen'd. Sir, ah ! lucklef^, luckfefs day ! 
** I foalifh took it in my head to ftray— . , 

'^ How many a father, mother, daughter, fon, 
** Are oft by curiofity undone I 
** Dire widi ! for *midft my travels, urg'd by Fate, 
** From you, O King, I fell upon your plate ! 
** Sad was the precipice ! — and now I'm here, 
** Far from Lou sill a and my children dear! 
*' Who now, poor fouls ! in deepeft mbuming all, 
** Groan for my prefence, and lament my fall, 
*' NiTiLLA now, mv eldcft girl, withlighs 

* Bewails her father loft, with ftreaming eyes : 

^ And Gjiubbinetta, with the lovelieii mine, 
*' In fiatd^ in temper, ai^d in form a queen ; 
** And (hirdy Snap, my fon, a child of grace, 
'* His fiither's image both in form and face ; 
^ And DiGGORY, poor bd, and hopeful Scratch, 
^ Boy^ that Lousilla's foul was proud to hatch ; 
•* And little Nibble, too, my youngeft fon, 
^' Will aik his mother where ms father's gone ; 
** Who (poor Lousilla !) only wiHreply, 
" With turtle moan, and tears in either eye.— 
" Thus, Sir, arc yon miftaken all this while^ 
** And Qjieen and Pages, that our race revile, 
*' As though our fpecies could not life adorn, 
** And that th* Almighty made a Loufe in /corn. 
** Yet if to Genealogy we go, 
" The Louse is of the elder houfe^ I trow. 
** Ere God (fo Mofes fays) did man create, 
" Lo ! our firft parents walk'd the world in ftate, , 
" Such is the hiftory of your loyal Louse, 
" Whofe prefence breeds fuch tumult in the houfe^ : 
" Thus, Sir, you fee no blame to Cooks belong ; 
" Thus Majefty^ for once^ is in the wrong !" 
Thus, in the manly tones of Fox and Pitt, 
To George, intrepid, Ijpoke the Son of Nit : 
Firm in his language to the King of Wrath, 
As little David to the Man of Gath ; 

I a Ordaih'd^ 
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Ordain'd, in oratory, to furpafs 

The fpeecb— 'th' immortal fpeech of Bal a at^i's afs. 

" Lies ! lies t lies ! lies \ reply 'd the furious King, , 

" *Tis no fiich thing I no, no, 'tis no fuch thing I **" 

Then quick he aim'd, of red-hot anger full. 

His nails of vengeance at the LousE^s fcnll ; 

But ZEf BTS, anxious for his life, drew near, 

And fuddeii bore him to a diflant fphere ; 

In triumph raised the animal on high. 

Where Berenige's locks adorn the fky ; 

But now he wifh*d him nobler fame to fhare^ 

And crawl for ever on Belinda *s hair. 

Yet to the Loufe was greater glory giv'n | 

To roll a planet on the fpleodid heav'n. 

And drav of deep aitronomers the ken ; 

Thft Gborgivm Si»xj9 of the {m% of m^n t ! i^ 



tjtiii tf cAn%6 ▼» 
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HAIR POWDER; 



PLAINTIVE EPISTLE 



TO> 



Mr. PITT. 



IPet if relblvM- to vrorry- Wigs and flZr/r,« 
And, Herod-like^ not lit tk Children fpare ; 
&a^y (for methmks the Land has much' to dread) 
How- long in falet; ma^ we wear the Ut^U-f 
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THE ARGUMENT; 

j A fubiiAte exorditatn» tdntaining a great Compliment ta 
I Mr.jPitt— The POET fagely adviff th the MimsTtx— Ob- 

jr ftrfeth to htm th^ ^ffea of Time on the Heads of Beanx 

aind Old Kfaids — ^The hard fate of fioQf carfoty -polled 
I Phillis — Lu bin's and Hodob's diiiippetntmeiiti by 

I means; of thi s^ cruel tax— * A gfiea t and economical J u d g e'9- 

! mortification ; and exultation of his fiir-olad Bboth er at 

I the tax on hair-powder — A melancholy pi6lure of the 

I Hair-dbessebs and Barbers — ^The Poet's eye (a» 

I Shakefpeare fayeth) << in a fine frensv rollii\g/' behold- 

I eth the chafe of a powdered Poll ; tne capture ; the re* 

demption; and punifliment of the Infobmebs in Lok- 
I DON— Alfo Poll-chafes^ in the country, illuArated by arv 

apt/mi/f— Peter exclaimeth at the Ministeb^ and 
compareth him to a hard-hearted Fellow that lived upon^ 
executions — Peter praifeth Mr. Pitt's powers of ora- 
tory— He attacketh tne pride of the Minister ; wifhing 
him to take a littk retrofpedt of hiimble days^— A Kite 
and beautiful Bat-comparifon--^ Another charming com* 
parifon of the Boy and his Trunk^ — Peter telleth 
Itrange and ufdteUevabie things, and giveth two moft 
gracious fjpeeches— Peter praifeth \& two fpeeches^ 
and giveth abrming advice— He exhibiteth a part of 
his political creed— Peter ftieweth his profound know- 
fedge of £mf£ro;is and Kings and Q^ubens, &c. and 
xnak^lh ihrewd opfervations thereon ; concluding with a 
compliment to Mr. Fox— -Peter prayeth fervently for 
the Royal Family — The Poet fuipecleth the effeft of 
the Minister's elo^uer^e-— Peter prayeth to Mr. 
Pitt— England wittily ^nd properly chriftened an M 
,€0Tv; alfo America-— The poet a(keth a pertinent 
queflion relative to royat exemption from the tax, and 
adminidereth laudable couniel— Peter gravely and in- 
geniouily pointeth out a tax on Christian Skins ^ 
jilfo/omf (not ali indeed> of the great advantages of hu* 
man hides in the way of trade-— The controvertible ufe 
of Mr. Justice Buller's tender hide; of the Duxr 
of GlovCester'^; of the Duchess of Cvmbfr. 
LAND^; ^of Lord Brudenell's (the Lord help him!); 
of the Dure of Richmond's, &c. 5cc— The Poet 
aikeih whether the Powdcr-tajk wasborn^ and, like a 

certaitt 
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certain Grkat Man, anfwered the queflion himjelf"^ 
The Poet telleth the Minister a iorrowful talc — A 
flinking, yet beautiful Jamie — Peter prophefieth — Se- 
rious ancTgood advice to Mr. Pitt— Political and deep 
' reflections— Peter fecth a vifion full of horror— He 
. affeCteth ^fimUf but it feemeth to be rather the rifusfar- 
-dwttcus—rtTJLX counfelleth (but, he thinketh, iwuain) 
the Minister and his Colleague Harry Duhdas 
to run the gantlet— The conclulion* 



A PLAIN- 
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f\ MIGHTY Mafter of the 'ways and m/ans 
^^ To (lake the golden thirft of Kings and Qgccns j. 
To gorge the cavern of each greedy cheft 
Wi& all the wonder^ of the bleeding Eaft : 
To lull witli opiate drafaghts* a Kfngddtn's gf(i^h' ' 
Patch ragged crow^s^ and cbbblie cntef thronei f 
The modcft Bari^', for five fhdtr mintites, bear t 
Nor may the My&E^'s wifdom wound thine eaK 

Sick or thy ttxes, w^ile ^e weari^ ntftibfr 
Drags her ^ penny forth, and fetLtB fim^dti^rt^ 
Whofe voice kkmd^ and diltj' traxIn^teiMtei^ j 
Lift to th^fcdous feund^ ^bM dasntii the Fowd^r^ 
To thee^ refpolifible for evwy bUindeif, 
Her mildeft toMtmwp^ ih6«ld be cfops of dutodef » 

Pleas'd.with thy fevMte folJy,«iarfc okl Tim*^ 
Widegrinnmg at the Beau beyond his prime; 
And many a Maid beyond life's blooming day, 
Whofe curls his wonted malice turn'd to gray \ 

Lo! the poor gifl, whom carrot-colour iliocks^ 
Pines penny lefs, and blu flies for her locks ! 
Kefus'd to fly to Powder's friendly aid, 
She bids them feek in caj)S the fecret (liade ; 
No ringlets now around her neck to wave, 
Phillis muft hide the redd'ningfliame, or (have! 
At thes (he flings her curfes, Pitt, and cries«— 
At tlicc (he darts the lightnings of faer eyes ; 



And 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



86 - A PLAINTIVE EPISTLE. 

And thinks that Love ne'er warmM Him who could vrtt^ 
With wanton flrokes of cruelty ^ die Sex. 

On Sundays trim, to give his head an air, 
/ Poor LuBiN (hook the dredge-box o'er his hair % 
HoDce dipp'd his caxon 'mid the fack of flour : 
But now they execrate the arm of pow'r ; 
LuBiN no longer dares the dredge-box fliakc, 
Nor Hodge. to dip his caxon in the fack. 

Yet fee a mhler Mourner ! K , lol 

The faving Judge has felt a ilunning blow : 
Hts hawk-economy won't thank thee for't. 
Which flops his pretty nipperkln of Port> 
Not fo Judge.Blood, wno dories in deceit; 
His life ODje murder, and his foul a cheat— 
He loves a law, and hugs the man who made it^ 

To hang ^ culprit, ana himfelf evade it 

i 

See groups of Hair-*drbssbrs all idle fian^ 
A meuuicholy, mute, and moutxifitl band ; 
And Barbers ehy who lift the crape-dad Pokv 
And round and round their eyes or horror roll ; 
Defpondinei pale, like Ho s i ^ r^s gbofts fo white^ 
Who toki their forrpws 'mid the money light. 
But fee ! each hopeleft wight with fury foams ; 
His curling-iron breaks, and (haps his combs ; 
Ah! doomed to (hut their mouths as Mrell as lhop»; 
For dead is cuftom, 'mid the World of Caops.f 

* Siich is tKe laudajjle moderation of this iecond Sir John Cutlery 
or M)r. Elwcs, that he allows himfelf and I»ady, at and after dinner, 
no more than this little mcafurc of wine f A fine example for the fon», 
of dilGpation ! It has been fuppofcd> that the economical Judge has 
•furpaflfed the famous miracle of the loaves and filhes,-by making o»« 
hottle of wine ferve for double the number of fools, or rather bodies^ that 
have come -with open mouths to Lincoln's Inn Fields* I do not think 
they have gone away fo ivell fatnfied, 

f Such is the univerfal difguft at the Powder-tax, that many thoo- 
lands of the male fex havealreadyfacriticed their favourite curls^ to 
difappolut the rapacity of a Minifter. 

la 
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In fancy now I mark the frequent race ; 
"1 fee th' Informer polls of powder chafe i 
On thisi on that, a Footman, Maid of Mop, 
Fierce as a tiger from his ambuih, pop; 
_ Now in his cruel clutches, iharp and ftrong. 
To Bow-ftrect drag his powder'd prey along : 

And now I fee the Mob, in Mercy's caufe. 

Redeem the viftim from his favage paws ; 

And now the tyrant to a horfe-pond draw. 

To quench the red-hot thunderbolt of law. 

Amid our villages, in Fancy's eye, 

I fee Informers chafe, and culprits fly — 

Rude Pikes fo hungry putting to the rout, 

Voracious darting, a poor hoft oi Trout* , 

Who would not hide the temple's white and gray ? 
** Your money, Sirs — ^remove the mafk, or pay,'* 
Is now thy language to a groaning nation ! 
Pitt, P.itt, thou haft no bowels of compaflion. 
How mean (for money fuch thy boundlefs rage) 
Thus to expofe the cruel pow*r of Ac r ! 
Much like the Man art thou, and hard as he, 
Who let his fcaflFold ottt at Tyburn tree ; 
Whtre, as the great and pious Doctor Bodd 
Gave by .a rope his finful foul to God, 
Thus on his. boards aloft, amid{l.>the crowd, 
T*h' unfeeling wretch of wretches bawl'd aloud, 
(So anxious people's pockets to be picking) 
-** Up, up— who mounts here? — allalivc^ and kicMing,''* 

I grant thine eloquence's happy flow ; 
But Tr u th (hould bear it compaay,. I trow — 
Hyjpocrisy, the knave, to keep his place^ 
"Too often borrows Virtue's hone ft face. 
J know thy pride vaults high — but what of that ? 
.The tow'ring column often raised a rat. 
Though tofsM aloft by ftone-blind Fortune's pow'r,. 
Awake thy mem'ry to thy humbler hour ; , 

• ' Though 
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Though Mw a KiTE«-^h ! cftce a Sat^ how fmalll ' 
FlickVing around for flics in yoncier Hall !* 
But, drunk yrith honours, " No," thou <Ty€ft, " no ; 
•♦ I tliank thcc, but I cannot look fo low.'* 
Thus a poor Country Boy to India goes; 
A fniall )X}rtnianteau all the wealth he knows ; 
Arrives, with awkward legs, and arms, and mien ; 
But, ere a tu-elvemonth pafe, how.chang'd the fcen^! 
He mounts his elephant, treats, wh~-<, gets drunk. 
And, ah ! focgets his friend the iittU Trunk, 

Know, man, no more of taxes now we want ; 
Lo! generous M— v prepar'd to grant. 
Hark to a voice divine J — " Pitt, Pitt^ hae, Pitt| 
♦< No more, no more for taxes wet thy wit ; . . 

♦' 1*11 pay the foldier and the tar— 
•• il^y millions, Pitt, (hall pay the glorious war; * 

** rll give Hieep, lamb, ram, turkey, duck, bpar,ibw^ 
" Goofe, gofling, cock, hen, heiiser, buljj^calf, cow ; 
** And, Pitt, hae, Ikd? at Smithfifld, Pitt, IJhine^^ 
♦' Mine's the beft beef — yes, nunc — what, wha^.? yeS^ 

** mine : 
*' I'll empty evVy gulnea-cheft, and lack; 
*' Yes, yps, the people ought lo have it back: 
** My jiiouey in the ftocks,. my vr,ood,f my -hay ; 
"^* Yes, yes, I'll give tay all, my all away $ 

. " Vt-5, 

* \Vcft/»infter Hall. . . v . - . ' 

f Herct muft candidiy cmiilcmn a. part of the People, whofc caufe, 
in the affair of Hair-Powder, lam fo pathettcally ,pl««tiii%. *** Such 
{fay« the Windfor Chronicle) was the unparalleled eff^roi>tery of jthe in* 
habitants of Brentford, during tne late unexampled froft, yrhen tbey 
Ihould have, thought of nothing but iiyitig, that thof(! Vf ry people, not 
worth a groat, ftarving^ (hivering, and in rags, dared to proceed irt a 
body, amidfV the dead filenoe of the uighr, \k ith their unhallowed feet^ 
into the facrcd Gardens of Richmond and Kcw ; where they wlckedly« 
inhumanly, aiid fclooIouOy, ciat; down and nftaiined ^.number •!>£ (teffi, 
'mafty of which they hn4 the impudence to carry away to their oym 
Icrub cUimnics, lo warrti thcfr own vik bones, bccaufe, i&iiooth, ftr- 

tai'it 
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^* Ycd, yes, I know, I know the hounds are howling-*-* 
** God, PiTjT, I don't, I don't much like their growling : 
** Hae, ha, growl, growl — ^what, whati things don't go 

« right; 
" Why quickly, quickly, Titt, the dogs may Bite^^ 
'*' That would be bad, bad, bad — afadminiap— 
** Hae, Pitt— b«, hae ? I fhould not like 2ijhap:* 

Such are the (bunds to ftun thofe«ars of thlne^ 
Where truth, and fpeed, and oratory, ihine. 

And hark, another voice ! and thus it cries : 
'** I geef my chewells to de ijeepel's fighs — 
•* AU tings from Mistress Hastikos as I gote; 
** I g^0f de fine pig di'mond*.of A&cote ; 
^* lis, dat vichKuuMBOLD geef, I ^ef again, 
** Rader dan fee de peepels fufFer pam. 
*^ De Emp'ror prefents. Lord ! I vil not tufli, 
** Although.de duty cofs fo very mufli-f 
-** 1 turn ofFMi&TER Wyat^ d^I falj 
•*• And ^i up FROGMORE-^Ifs, 1 geef up all; 



tain Grtat 'People happened fortunately to bein pofleflion <jf etionmus 
^uaniities 6i i^eod» during the great fcarcfty* afid chofe not to give it 
avray in idle chtriiyy ^w'fi/i- it at the Mm current, price, which had 
^every probability of mounting hij^er : a$ though they had n»t an equal 
right t6. turn a penny in an bomft way with any cQahJhed man in tha 
"vUlagie of Brentfoid. But behold how they behaved on this infulting, 
, provoking, ftealingj and trying , occafion ! So far from advertifing 
, nanci^fome rewards for difcovering. the rogues, 9nd bringing them to 
' jufticc ; ' fuch *wa$ their clemency, that they ordered the affair to be 
hufhed Op^ and buried in perpetual oblivion ! ! 1" 

"* The famous Diamond, fo i nfmoujly obtained by Mr. R. ; con* 
ftituting a curious piece of Afiatic hiftory. 

f I am real!y afraid to touch upon tliis ticklilh topic. The late 
:procdlion of rniperial prefents- fix)m the India Houfc to ■ ■ ■ 

was attended by a dirty Cuftom-houfe-eiffficer ; but for what re^jtn, the 

t, ■■ ■ of the T can beft explain. It has been ruroouKd, and 

lielieved, that a fmaU ofder from a certain ^<?r/«r can overpower an 
Aft ofParfiament; which, if true, raaketh a fecoad-cdttioa ©f little 
David knockhig down the ^rcat*Giant of^ath. 
J TbeArchite^ 
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** Geef up mine di'mond ftoitiacher indeed ; 

'^ All, all^ mufh rad^ dan de peepels bleed : 

<< 16, ifs, I ge^ up all, (huft like de K— , 

*^ For bankrup nation be quite defliih ting. 

•* Vat fignifie de millions ♦ in our purfes, 

** If money do profoke de peepels curfes ? 

•* We won't haf tumult — no fulh ting mufi fpread— 

** Mine Gotc ! Aa^ loaf be better dan no bread. 

^^ Peety to make de Encdis peepels groan; 

^ So goote as poote de Prences 'pon de trone ; 

^ Who foon, mine Gote I may take it in der brain, 

^^ Vat dey ^te »/, dey may pull down again*'' 

What founds of wifdoib, Pitt, to make thee iluihk !' 
Beware !— thou ftand'ft on Dangr&'s ^iddy brink s 
Know, that a fingle grain, or half gram more. 
May turn the balance, man, and heave thee o'er : 
And Ihould'ft thou tumble down the rock of Fate^ 
No feas of tears will wail thy fhorten'd date. 
Go, copy the good Pair whom all adorcy 
Who fpum the P&ouD,t and hug the humble Pooi;. 

Though from my foul I hate mad Diffipation^ 
That beggars and infults a generous Nation ; 
Too from my foul the Avarice I hate. 
That, thirflyi fqueezes like a fpunge the State : 

* Notwichftanding her M— — '* immenfe propert^i in Mi tbhg 
and anotker^ Ihe po&flTes the moft economical circumfpe£Uon ; witneS 
the following prettv tale.— A Mifs J-n-r, of Gloucefterflure, "with her 
mother, viewing the Palace of St. James's, and entering her M ■ * s 
drefllng room, where a cuftuon i^// of pins lay on her toilette, the 
young Lady exprelfed a ih-oog dehre for having one of the i^-— — '< fnu 
to cany into the country, and was reaching out her hand to tak^ one ; 
ivhen the Attendant, ftruck with a fudden horror, caught her am^ and 

told her it was impollible to be granted, as her M would certainly 

find it wt4 — « D'ye think I might change a pin ?" fighed the young 
Lady, with anxiety* ^' Mifs/' replied the Attendant, after fome 
confideration, « it is probable her M— • may wU find that out, hut 
« I'U run the rifle." 

f ParoerefubjedtisetdebeUarefuperbos. 

i Wiflibg 
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Wiihing from trees (fo keen the goM it grapples) 
To fhake down guineas, juft like pears and apples. 
Think not I court a Tumult's liwlefs hour. 
And wifh a Mob*^ wild arm the fword of powV : 
No ! let a Titus, let an Alfked rule; 
Who fighs not for a King, I deem a fooL 
Like thofe were Europe's Monarchs ! in thy ear. 
What irom a people had fuch Forms to fear ? 
Safe 'mid the ardour of a realm's embrace ! 
Kings never fall but by their own difgrace. 
I murmur not at Kings, if good for aught ; 
I only quarrel when they're good for nought. 

4 

'Tis whifper'd that I never reverenc'd Thrones : 
Granted — I never worfliip ^ocis nor Jioues ; 
Nor look I for xoJ/e Emp'rors, nor wi/e Kings — 
'Tis Expectation's madnefs— Quixote things. 
The man to titles and to riches born. 
Amid the world of fcience, how forlorn ! 
To fpeak, to think, unable, mark his air ! 
Heav'ns, what an ideot gape, and ideot flare ! 
Tho' lord of millions^ gilt with titles o'er— 
A flatue 'midfl a library !— no more ! 
He deems the butterflies of Folly, treafure ; 
And fhuns chafle Wisdom, for the flrumpet Pleasure. 
*Tis true, gay Pleasure courts us to the joy. 
While Wisdom to her fwains is always coy. 
The brain mufl labour , or it proves the fport 
Of Wisdom's circle, though it charm a Court. 
Seek we corporeal flrength? the mine, the plough. 
Of /irong examples fumifh us enow. 
Search we the ipot which mental power contains ? 
Go where man gets his living by his brains ; 
Had Charles * ^rfi popp'd into the world, I ween, 
That world a very different Charles had fcen. 

* Mr. l^ox. 

Ka « What 
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*• What had Charles been?" is afked wiA wonder— 

Evctt 
That good, fot, honed, fleepy fellow — Stefhen.^ 

* - ( 

O may of Princes a long race fucceed ! 
Such Doves^ {vtch Aarmle/s Doves as naio we feedj 
!Not Eagksj fcreaming with infatiate maw, 
Wild in our hearts to plunge the beak and claw t . 
An3 yet too oft, to damn the coward age. 
Our ifle has trembled at a Tyrant's rage* 
Thus 'mid the fmiles of Nature's fair domain, | 

Where blooming Heaiith and Plenty lead their train; j 

Where, rob'd with verdure, wind the rills along, j 

And ev'ry vale refounds with cheerful fong ; j 

See o'er the Elyfian fcene, with lofty head, j 

The biood-ftain'd^7^^^/ f dafh the foul with dread ! | 

I own thy eloquence's ftream, but know, 
Too oft for England's welfare periods flow i | 

A truce to all fuch metaphoric breath : | 

So foft, they drop into our ears with death.- j 

How like the friows, wide-ermining the air, 
So gently linking, kifitng, all fo fair ; { 

Falling on fimple Iheep, and foon, alas \ ! 

O^erivhelmingy, killings with the f(?»r/^tf«j mafs. 

• \ 
Mercy to Eng l an d yield, the poor lean Cow \ 
Thy buly fingers have forc'd milk enow : 1 

Though frequent rufhing the lank teats to teafe, j 

How patiently the beaft has borne thy fqueeze ! 
Juft fliak*d her head, and wincing wiik'ci her tail. 
When oft* thou fiU'dft 2l puncheon for a pail : 
But now (he biifhing roars, and makes a pudder, 
Afraid thy hardcn'd hands may fteal her udder. | 

* The late liord Holland, elder brother of Mr. Fox. . ' 

f In France, Switzerland, &g. ane many of thefe pretty monuments 
•f Pride. 

Think 
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Think on AiiBaiCA,^ our eoio of jw^, 

Which oft the hand with Job-like patience bore; 

Who, pinch'df and yet cfeny'd a lock of hay, 

Kick'd the haixi Milkman off, and march'daway. 

In vain he tiy'd by ev'ry art to catch her; 

To wound, tohamftring, nay, knock down, dlfpatch her; 

Far off fhe kept, where JLovb, where Freedom rules; 

Mocking the fruitlefs rage of rogues and fools. 

* 
3peak, PiTT| (forknow at times I'm rather dull) 
Why from thy tax exempt a r^yal fkull? 
Why free each creeping tiihg about a Court ? 
The grnmbUng nation will not thank thee fbr*l!. 
LetHAWKSft'RYfrow%and bulUfaceBRUDBNELLroar; 
They well nnay cluby to eafe the Nation's fcore : 
Their purfe-flrings, nay, let all thv cc^leagues draw^ 
Diverging a poor giiunea from eacn nmw» 
Let Qy &s n sa^ r y nobly pinch his Cyprian iinnihgSy 
And (lately Cumber land * heir Faro winnings'^ . 
Let Mai>am S— — -g f make up wry faces. 
Something ihould come in troch from fale of places^ 
Say, what the tax thy brain will next provide ? 
Ahsf why not attack the Human Hide? 
Lord, Lord t how jrmch it muft the Nation aid ! 
Folks may be fcaip^d with fafety— why not flafd T 
'Tis verily a iliame — a crying fin^ 
The world (hould bear about a ufefcfs (kin ; 
What's worfe, that ikins (hould in the grave be laid^ 
So beautiful an article of trade; 
Think oi the fpatterdaflies, boots, and (hoes j 
And think thou of the miUlons people ufe : 

* As one of the great Supporters of Morality, for fiich every Mufe 
fhould be, I have feveral times had it in eontemplatiun to s^ve this 
Dame a poUic rap om the knuckles,^ for certua parfimony to Come of 
the poor dilhaoded^ and faithful fervants of her hourehoid, after the 
4eath of her fimplie Duke. The tale however is too full of matter for 
a iblltary Note> and may, fomc time or other, give importance to an' 
Ode. 

t Thii great Lady kept one of the firft Sale.ihops ia Eng^d. 

K 5 Such/ 
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Such, form*d from human hides, would brave the treftthef. 
And {avcjuck quantities of foreign leather. 
Thus would our Britain annual thoufands gain. 
And rival all the cows and calves of Spain. 
Aflc'ft thou what otier ufe pur hides could boaft ? 
Books may be bound, my Friend— the Ictter'd boft ; 
Ca/es of confcience^ Buller's (kin ihould bind ; , 
Good folios upon mercy /» mankind: 
Glostea's, a book on wedlock's fweet tranquiUitjf ; 
His fifle^ Cumberland's, upon >i»)»/7//y : 
.Bruoenell's, onbeau^, witty converfation,, 
On planners, muiic, ratiocination ; 
Hawksb'ry,. on fair, difinterefled deeds : 
EfTays on manlinefs, the (kin of Leeds: 
R I c Hitf o N d's, oa courage ^ modefly, Du n d as's y 
State-fycophants,, a volume upon Asses :. 

The 's, on elocution, hav, and hog^ 

Com, politics,, tithes, civiUUft, and logs : 

The — — 's, on di'monds, pearls, and cuflom (lues. 

Old gowns, old petticoatsi old hofe, old &oes ; 

Good-nature, flate-extrava^ncy lopping, 

Fins, mantua^makers, milliners, aad fhopping : 

To clofeth* illuflrious lift, and founding Une, 

On delegates, reform,, and pawder, thine. 

O fay, where ^v^ was plann'd thy Fowderfchemer 
At Wimhledtm arofe the golden dream; . 
Where thou, and honeu RuMEoLD^iuntrng Harrt^ 
Project, and r^-projeft, and oft mifcarry ? 
Two Graziers J cheapening hogs to fill your ftyes;: 
Two Spidersy weaving lines for fimple flies. 
Rich fj^t ! whence Millions take their eafy wing^ 
To bribe an Emp'ror, and refr^ a King,* 
Where, bleft, ye bumper it in- England's cauf<B, 
Belch Opposition's fell, and hiccup laws; 
With equal fpirit' where each work, fucceeds,.' 
A Bottle now, and now a Nation ble&Ts. 

• His mf honwrM Majefty, out late gooii and /m- Ally, llie Klnf 
•f Pruflia, like the Gcntkmcn of the B^r, require* very often a rejrejhtr 
ktSaii \i» Cannon can pleadt 

Ahy 
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Ah, Pitt ! of late thy counfels draw difgnce: 
The {pring-dde of thy fortune ebbs apace. 
When reputation fckens^ toil is vain- 
No m/hum pvcs the bloom of health agaia ! 
No more (fo grateful to the fenfe) a ro/J,* 
It drops, a putrid car cafe ^ to the crows. 
I mark the pompous column q{ tJi v fame 
Faft crumbhng to the duft from whence it came f 
And fee thy thund'ring day in filence dofe, 
While Wisdom triumphs o'er the pale repofe. 
Too much thoii courteft Danger's dizzy height; 
The treacherous fends may fink beneath thy feet — 
Thy kite, that reeling, fhifting, mounts the florm. 
May force heav'n's flalh upon tfiy feeble form I 
Think not I wifh with Satire's blade to //<jy, 
And, charm'd with man's difgraces, felfiih fay^ 
** Let folly root in Miniftcrs and Kings — 

^ " While rank and thick, like Aconite, it fprings, 

' •* Delighted on the precious load I look, 
** And hail a harveft for the Muse's hook,'' 

Still to be ferious^ Pitt, before we part : 
Let Mercy melt themill-ftone of thy heart.f 
How nobler far, for honeft fame to toil, 
And change a kingdom's curfes for a /mile ! 
Yet, if refolv'd to worry wigs and hair^ 
And, Herod-like, not little children fpare, 
Say, rfor methinks the land has much to dread) 
How long in fafety may we wear the lead f 

^ To avoid ambiguity here (foe I have been queftioned about it,) T 
flDean the fwect-fmclling rojc of thefieldsy and not Mr. Gccr^e Rofi of 
the Trtafury. 

f I principolhr allude in this place to the folitical chara^ier of this 
Sratefman, which is rafher Ynarked with feverity. As for tbe^Jsm^V^ 
it poflefles (bme tntics belonging to the JolIiV God. Even Parliament 
hft year faw him -enter the walls of St. Stephen, arm in arm with hifr 
^bar colleague and conftaut companion Honefi Harry Dundas ; both 
fertunatdy condufted to the Treafury Bench without a fall, by the 
booting, reeUng DfiiTr^ where « Faknurut nodded at the helm." 

Enougli 
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Enough our n^ks have bow'd beneath the yoke ; 
£hough our fides have felt the goad and ilroke; 
Then ceafe td hiake, by further irritation, 
Oilr fatienci the fole rock of thy falvation. 

Of late hath Glory quarrell'd with thy feme; 
Poor Public Credit foundered !— lame, quite lame*— 
Rapacity toa oft extends her jaw, 
^ Frefh wets her fiing, and points her iron claw ! 
The arm of Vkn9sance drops not %^//^dow% 
Not quite 9, feather on a culprit's crown-r- 
PROFtJsioN vileiy fofter'd — Hon our dead ; 
Resentment's eye looks danferouflyi^d. 
Believe me, Pitt, not yet is tnine the realm. 
Not thine the ihip, becaufe thou hold'^ the helm : 
Such is the voice of Truth !— perhaps it wounds- 
Friend to thyfelfzsA England, heed the founds^ 
Sounds to alarm — and let not, though itYtxty 
The breath of Folly brufh them from thine ear. 
Vauris rough bIufter-*-vainly dar*il thou /ay, 
*' rohi danger!* I have met its trying day"— 
For, ^ ! too often, boaftftil of his wars. 
Rank Cowardice afTumes the mien of Mars« 

Dim though thy beam, the Mi/se's eagle eye 
Beholds a tempeft in the diftant flcy ; / 
Dull though thy tympanum^ her nicer ear 
Catches a thuiider-growl from yonder fphere ; 
She fees fharp Fate amid the gathering gloom; 
' A cloud of vengeance, black with mortal doom ; 
But dares not name the Me lancholy Fo rm. 
Whom Guilt has marked the viHim of the (lormL 

Now to be gay again — fhould Famine rife, 

The meagre fpedre, on a S 's eyes. 

And fhould the groan of Britain's bleeding wound 
Prefs on the fhrinking ear — a killing found ; 

'♦ At the Old Bailey lately, in the affair of Mr. Home Tooke^on* 
the fubjeft of Delegation, when Mr< Manwy Middleton w«s beat holhanA 

ky the F&IM£ MlNLSTER* 

Be 
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Pe whifUes blown, and bells of children rung; 
The favorite little farthing rufh-light fung ; 
Let dancing-dogs, delighting, form their ball. 
Whips craSi, and grinding hurdy-gutdies fquall ; 
While crown'd with chimney-fweepers on their way. 
In deep-ton'd unifonsthe aiTes bray; 
Such as at Froginore,* form'd to pleafe a Pair, - 
The true Sublime of Monarchs, a Dutch Faih ! 
And as again, on Frogmore's happy Green, 
MoreJ&ows fliall gladden our good King and Queen ;f 
Suppofe DuNDAS and Thou (a Princely fport) 
Play fome farce-chara6ler to cteirra the Court, 
And boldly run the gauntlopc through a mob, 
That execrates, that damns the Powder job ; 
Where Barbers, Hair-dreflers. Perfunjers, throng, 
To hoot and huftle as ye couric along ; 
Da(h with their powder-bags your brains about, 
With many a kick, and feoff, and grunt, and iliout| 
Each face with tallow and with dripping fmear; 
And with hot pincers tweak each nofe and ear ! 
Lo ! fhould it mifs the royal approbation, 
I'll anfwer for the plaudit of the Nation, 

Such is the fong — ^and do not thou, ic^tre^^ 
Widi treafotty heafon^ fill a royal ear. 
A gentle joke, at times, on Queens and Kings, 
Are pleafant, taking, nay, infiru^ive things : 
Yet fome there are, who relifh not the fport. 
That flutter in the funfhine of a Court ; 
Who, fearful fong might mar their high ambition, 
Loofe the gaunt dogs of State, and bawl " Sedition /'* 

* A Villa fiev Windfor, belonging to tht Queen. 

t This is abfolutely determined on, in the Frogmore Senate* 



Fro«« 
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ODE FOR MUSIC, 

FOR THE FIRST OF AFRIL^ 



VVLOAIILY CALLID 



ALL FOOLS DAY. 



M tmmmmmTrahitfuafuemfueVcbtfitas!* 

* In varimt thinp ((ays Viroil) folks ddight 5* 
And fo it reaily it in our great Nation ! 

In meannefs, avaii€e» Jme^TturtRfss and fpite| 
Dutch Fairsi mock charkiesy and oftcntatioiu 
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AV 



ODE* FOR MUSIC. 



^npWAS atthe royal fcatf onFuoeMoibE Giebv, 
-*• With BRtTAiN*s gold, /uprear'd by Britain's 

Queen, 
To charm a Court, a Princcfst tum'd hex head ; 
At length deliver'd was her lovely brain, 
And, u)! on Frogmo re's happy, happy plain, 
Woridefls on wonders foon were brought to bed. 

'Sublime the Pair of England fate !, 
'Staring with mod enormous ftate, 

The family of Orange by their fide; 
. With all the pretty oifspring round, 
That ilruck the mob with awe profound ; • 

Sweet State, untainted by vne grain of pride! 

* The reader wiH, at thie firfr glance, perceive a reTemfianoe he* 
'Ween my Ode and the celsbrated Ode for St. Cecilia^ day, by- Dr^iden, 
and know, perhaps, to which he rauii yield rhp preferttice* Jn fpite of 
4dl the praifcs beftowed on Alexander's Fcait, I dare pronounce it a 
downright drunken Bartholomew-fair fcenc; thc/w/ry, loo, not fape- 
rior to xhitftbjeif ; whereas the Frognore Gala was of the order mi fubii- • 
mity ; and as for the merits of my Mufe on the glorious occafion (though, 
indeed, I could fay a -great deal in her favour) my good old fiiend^ the 
^'ublict lauft decide. 

f « *Twas At the Royal Feaft for Ferfia won." Dry Diir. 

% The Princefs Eiixabcth. 

Vol. III. L An4 
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And bold befidc them fat each valiant Peer;* 
Carpmeal, and county Chesterfiejld., were there; 
Macmakus, ftar-dad Sal'sb'ry^ Townshbnd, Jea- 
lous, 
Tiic Guards of Er^Wd»s SovBRfiicw— furious Fellowl! 
With combs, puflfe, powder- bags, their temples bound; 
In golden letters, Guinea Pigs, around. f 
** KjVGslowe mean company^ quoth Edmund Burke— 
Making, indeed, with royal tafie Ihort work : 

But thus .K4t'<yS TimwT and exalt the Low ! 
Wow like the God that gives the golden day ; | 
Who through a iittle hole can dart his ray. 

And ,bid the dungeon witl> his radiance glow ; 

Nay, from its filth, too, bid a vapour rife, J 
And make it a ^ay cloud amid the fkies ! . 
Cut Pitt and Grbnville were not there, 
To whom a puppet- (how is dear — 

Top fmall decorum § on a certain debt, 
•Repel I'd the Pair from royal fport, 
Whofe want of manners put the Court, 

Like four fmall beer, indeed, upon the fret 

No, no— the Cousins were not aflc'd indeed ! 

Broad hints, though giv'n, by no means could fucceedj 

♦ '< His valiant Peers were plac*d around." Drybcn. 

To the /I'MTdMi in pun^ation, this pafl'age may feem degradtigi. wi 
though the Poet mt ant Mefficurs Carpmeal, Macmanus, Townihcnil, 
and JealouS) as a faft of tht Peers ; whereas no fuch idea was intended. 
I nevtrthelefs entertain a high refped for thofe Gentlemen, as very ufe* 
Ittl members of fociety ; yet cannot place thcm^ high — it is fo aftoniih* 
jng a leap from Bow-ftrcet. 

f <* Their brows with rofes and with myrtles bound." Dry d sir. 

X Witnefs Lord H y, Lord A d, Mr. G R-fe, Mrs H , 

Ice. whofe origins may be traced (as Mr. Burke emphatically exprefled 
hiroielf on a particular occafion) << Co the fwiiu/h wm/tiiude." 

§ Not a (ingle card of invitation was ftnt nrom Windfor or Caritqn 
Houfe. Vioknt were the r-^-l difpleafures in the btgimitig \ hut thf 
Pbet, in the true fphit of Chriftianity, hojics that he will not be ahle to 
lay, like I he Liturgy, '< As it was la tlie teginnuig^ is ufWf amd €y» 
0mUI be, %wU%tith9ut end:* 

Noi^hl 
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K^oughl^could prevail^ alas ! nor tears, nor fighs !. 
Thd Zephyr, that fcarce moves the li/fs head. 
As foon might lift Old Ocean from his bed, 

And dafti his wiU of waters to the^w. 

Sailnfjing St. James's Park were feen the Pair, 
While biiflling Frogmore triumphed in her F/ir, 

And now, to charm our gracious Queen and Kino, 

Afcending on a public ftage, 

The tui»enil wonder of the age, 
A]f/// Inclsdon, began with bows to finj. 

Of war he chanted — glorious war; 

Of millions, millions, fent afar. 

To aid of falling Monarchy the caufe ; 

When, lo ! the lofty Great all fmil*d applaufc 

Now to the hap^y, fimp'ring, courtly crowd, 
In melting melody he fune aloud,- 

A lift of ev*ty Hanoverian hide ; 
Skins of thofe mighty men, by bullets bor'd, 
Worth thirty pounds a-piece to their high Lord, 

For whote great glory and defence they dyd. 

Dear is Hanoverian-fkinning !* 
Money well is worth the winning-^ 
Fighting ftill, and ftill deftroying ; 
Hide-money is worth enjoying : 
Cutting, killing, drowning, ftarving; 
Soldiers' ikins are well wordb carving. . 

And nowthefweet Timotheus fang the Fair, > 
J la Ckinoife^ that brought fuch crowds to ftare ; > 

# H War, ht fung, is toil ai?d trouble ; 
<< Honour but an tmpty bubble ; 
<* Never ending, ftill beginning, 

« Fighting ftill, and ftill deftroying t ^ 

'4*Jt the world be worth thy winning, * 

** Think, O think it fportk enjoyii^" DavDRif. 

L z And^ 
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And bear tbe trumpery of the booths aws^ :♦ 
And then to charity he pour'd the drain— 
How Folk a deal by charity imy gain^ * 

And thus, with int'refi fairy themfelves reptt^ f 
And then he prais*d the Gkeat Man and his Dame, 
From whole deep heads the fcheme fo cunning came; 

And now he chofe a plaintive drain-— 
The Embassy acrofs the main, 

Of poor Macartney, and fad Stavnton, Knight; 
Forced, forc*d to enter, check by jowl. 
With hogs, dogs, jack-afles, Jehol — 

The fad proceffion !— a tumultuous iight !. 

A LovD and Knioht, difgrac'd, and tir*d| and 
fretting, 
Amidfl the dufty huriyburly fweating— 
Ah EmbaflTy ! to which wc may compare 
A drove of oxen fent to SmiAficW Fair, 

The pinions of Importance pluck'd, 
Thrice to the earth their heads they ducked; 
And thrice did they with bluihes rife, 
With not a friend to clofc their eyes.t 
ThusfufFer'd British Majesty difgracc, 
So well fupported by the B k Race 5 

* Booths were formed, and filled with trinkets of the Windfor (hopisi 
purchafed by fomehodyor other of the inhabitants of Windfor, ^x primi 
e^, and fold at Frogmore at about One Tkoufand Foundi fer Cent. Large' 
quantities were retailed on ,the occafion ; tor luhe could withftand the 
temptation of carrying off a hit of Majefty, which would crown tb« 
Poffeflbr with eternal gUry, and fupport a charity ? 

f *' On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 

« With not a friend to clofe his eyes." ]>R YDB(r» 

To this degrading cererKony of proftration before his ChineTe Majefty, 
St !8 faid, our Embafiy fubmitted. But how could it be Mpcd ? Every 
f hingy to be fure, that could be devifed for the htmour and g/»ry of Great 
Britain, was acteippted by jMafiidor and G: ; but beggar i muft not be 

^hoofefu 

At 
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At this the court of F&ogmore JigJCd'^ 

And now he fang of more and worfe dirg;fa€e : 
Sah^ how the Emp'ror ihew'd an angry bs:t\ . 
Swearing the bold adventurers (hould be Vf!d 
To a cart's tail. 
Should they dare fail 
To Icatre the dty in two days, poor ctan ! ' 
When off they mov'd, all mournful, beaft and man^- 

At this the Court of Fr o g m o r e dropp'd a tear ; 
For pity dwells with Q^ and K-^ and Peer. 

*• Yet, O think," ' the Sbngfter faid, 

** Of the pretty fmuggling trade ! 

•• Court and Cobbl-£r /^/V purfues ; • 

" Smuggling, juggling, 

*' Juggling, fmuggling, 
** Never mind the cuftom-dues.'^ 

At this the Court rtifumM the cheerful fmile j 
For fmuggling caLtmot courtly folk defile : 

Courts may fmuggle what they pleafe*— 

Mob atone £xcHE(^^ERs feize. 

And now he fung the /i///^^0.^, t android. 

That caught the Sovereign's wild and raptur'd gaze ; ^ 
Which,' oh ! when open'd, a fad ftory told ; 

Difplaying ^- Awi/ / not a Bulji*sbhat^ 

* Lady H— m — ^flc and her pnvitte -Card-pariies kfkovr ntbri oi tljU " 
natter than the Poet. The fly no£turaal vifit^ of a certain Great Lady's 
fidfut-chair from the ....... are notorious.* 

•f A ^prefent) containing a fcrap of compUracntaiy r^we,' mahu- 
fa&ured by Kien Long Mmfdfy in anfwer to the Latin Letter fent by 
the King of Great-Britain (but not of his own compofition) to the Ena- 
peror of Chi^a. Poor Sir George Stauhtoirwa^rtade'overfecr of the ' 
Latitttty ; but as the Knight had long forgotrcn his froprla (jpia maribus^ - 
the Uttrury iHgour of a German was employed for theoccafion. Are our 
Univerfirics y?/// in difgrac^^ \V\\\-xioi\\\m, .hut-Gottingen go down? 
In the facred name of Literature, what have our Princes imported 
Irom thence to afivtnfhy x\iaX could not have been given by Cambridge- 
sii(! Oxford ? 

. N. B. The verfes of KTen Long^to his Brother King arc in a courfe ot ' 
ir»BititioB> ui< wil^i>c commumcdft'd to the PubHc'in due'ti{Ae. 

1*3. What; 
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What are rhymes to we/ferrt Khigs ? 
Paltry, Ihipid, jinglmg things : 
Learning h a Monarch's ^^»w/— 
Wisj^oM never goes to Court. 

Now came a groan, that fcem'd to fiy, ** A p-x 
" On aU the jingle of th* old Dkiv'ler's Box !" 

Of taxes how the fweet Mufician fung — 

The Cowrt the chorus join'd, ^ 

And fiird the woirdMng wind} 
And taxesj taxes, through the garden rung. 

Moiiarchs firft of taxes thinl ; 

Taxes are a Monarch's treafure :* 

" Sweet the pleafufe/ 

** Rich the treafure ;" 
Monarchs love a guinea's chink. 

And now to Avarice he tun'd the'^flraiiiy 

That fuck'd the Nation like a fpunge-^- 
And now to Dissipation'^ madding tniini 

Who in diftrefs a People plunge; 
A People that from ruin fcarce can 'fcq)&— 
And now the wide-movth'd Court began to g^* 

Gaping is the mouth's diieafe, 
When z/uhje^ fails to pleafe. 

Now to fad France his plaintive voice he tun'd— 
Sunk by the wicked Sans-culottes fo low; 
Dealing poor Despotism fo dire a blow ! 

When, mark! the melting Audience almofty^wfi'^// 

The Songster now 2i graver fubjeft chofe— 
" Who is to pay Performers that compofe 

♦ *< Bacchus' blcflings arc a treafure, 

<< Drinlcing is the (bldier's pleafure." Drvdsit. 
What « poetical ;u^ fablimc compliment to tlie tmluary of thas davf 

■ "This 
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" This charming Fhe of Frogmore?" were the 
words: 

With much furprifc, 
And rolling eyes, 
The Court heard fyllabies, that ftabb'd like fwords. 

Now voices came — " Mine Gote ! — enufF, enufF." — 
** How! howK what, what? iluflF, Incledon, ftuff, 

« IhifF."— 
•* We pay ! no, no ! mine Gote, we haf more wit.**— 
*• Go, go to Parliament — aik Pitt, afk Pitt." 

With loaded fuhjeBs^ ah ! we fee 
A yack-ajs in the next degree ;* 

When fooii appeared the emblematic brutes, 
With chimney-lweepers on their backs, 
ThaX kick' d^ zjoA/turr^d^ and /^>^V their hacks— 

And well with iuch tame fools the treatment fuits. 

Off galloped, for royal amufement, the Afles ; 

'Mid the haycocks they fcamper'd, and knock'd down 
the laffes — 

Girls fquall'd, the Court laugh'd, and the Jackaffes- 
bray'd 

At the fight of the legs by the tumble difplay'd. 

Now aCoupLEf leaped down from their ftate to the 
Prancers, 

Musicians and Racers, Tune-grinders and Dan- 
gers ; 

Shaking all by the hand4 who, in compliment clever. 

Roared aloud, " Kings and Qiieens, Fun and Frogmore, 
« forever!!!" 

♦ " The mighty mafter fmil'd to fee, 

« That Lvoe was in the next degree/^ Dry den* 
f " Thais led the way.^*- Dryden. . ^ 

X His M J was verily the happieft Gentleman in the world, and 

(fi licet farvit componere magna) was as merry as a Grigj vowing re- 
petitions of the Gala ; but by what fatality it has not happened, not even 
the fagacity of a Poet is ftbje to difcover. 
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WETMOUr-H AMUSEMENTS; 
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piTPi FLIGHT TO WIMBLEDON, aw ODB. 

Am ode to the FRENCH. 

ODE TO THE CHARITY MILL m WINDSOR PARK. 

A HINT TO A POOR DEMOCRAT. 

ODE TO THE OyEEN'i ELEPHANT. 

The SORROWS of SUNDAY, an ELEGY. 



ySudt 

CafiXris imd&i f€t diare. Ho n a t. 

Shame on thee, Pye 1 to Caefar tune the firing; 
Bc-rhynae hU fute^ and Weymouth wonders fing ; 
Saddle thy Pegafus at once — ride ppft : 
hOf ere thou ilart'ft, a thoufand things :ueh/lf 
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J. P Y E, EsQ^ 



SIR, 

T ALLOW you virtues, I allow you literary talents ; 
'*• but f will not fubfcribe to your indolence : one little 
folitary annual Ode is not fuffidcnt for .a Great Kitio, ^ 
Whatever things are dme^ whatever things ^xtfaid^ nay, 
whatever things are cmceived^y mightv Potentates, 
is a tceafuce for the |)age of History. Blu(h, .my 
friend) that a twlunteer Bard (hould run oiF with the me- 
rit of recording the wondetful anions and faplent fayings 
of Royalty ! As foou as the Mill of Charity wa8 
wcftedin Windsor Park, 

Lo! at the deed, the Muse caught fire. 
And fwell'd, with praife, the facred Lyre; • 

iSweet Lass ! Ihe could not for her foul fit ftill. 
Imagination, on the watch, 
Op'd, for the fwclling flood, the hatch ; 

And, lo ! to work, alertly, went her mill. 

As foon as the Royal Journey to Weymouth wal 
\ «(moui\ced, the fame Loyal Musk 
I Turn'd her brain's pocket iafidd out 

For poetry, to praife the rout. 

No fooncr was the noble Elephant from AkcoT 
prefcnted to our lelovedQyEEV^ and moft oeconon^ically, 
And moft generoujJy returned to the Nabob's hands, on 
^couQt of his appetite^ but the Aune Mvsx 

Began 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Ill TO J. PTl/lS<^ 

^Began a tender melancholy air ; 
Sung how he trudg'd, poor beafl, to Peckham 

Fair, 
And Saimt Bartholowew's, to help defray 
His fad eiqienfes on the watry way. 

No fooner was a boat urdertd by the winipotent^ o/A 
Jeelingy all komfi^ 4ill-Micate, all-con/fittttionalj Lords 

of the on board Captain Oiiack's fhip, 

(even before Jke came to her moorings) for the other prefaUs 
^fortunately without ilomachs !) firewn ^t fame knanvinr 
N AB09 to her moft excellent M — y, not to Mr. Pitt, and 
• his Grace of Portland (for Miniflers arc cyphers 
mffUD^a-days) but, lo ! the Muse, 

Attentive ever to gr«*.at Princes, 

To muftms tun'd her harp, and chintzes f 

And prophefy'd of evVy (hawl. 

That ScHw G would fell them all: 

A circumftance that aftually took place ; making, we 
prefume, a decent return — the original coil, in India^ ex* 
ceeding ten thousand pounds i ! ! 

In fiitune, then, my friend Pye, 

Let no man fay I hate our Kings and Qusevs, 
Princes and Drawing Rooms, and Levee Scenes; 

Defpife'the bows and curtfies, whifper*d talk ; 
I love the mumm*ry from my very foul : 
Daily I fpread its fame from pole to pole — 

What glorious quarry for the Muse's liawki 

Aik if the Man whofe heart the chafe adores, 

Wilhes annihilation to wild boars, 

Or wolves fo hungry. — " No," the Sports mak 

cries — 
** Long live wild bores and wolves ! Gxjd blefs their 

"eyes!" 

May Kings exiji — and Trifle pig with Kings ! 
The Mu s £ defireth not more j>recious things-*- 

* 3 Such 
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Suth fwcet tftock^grandeur ! — io fublimely garSk f 
Let's have no Washingtons : did/uch appear,^ 
The Muse and I had ev'ry thing to fear—' 

Soon forc'd to aik a pittance pf the pariih* 

Such want no pr^fe— in native virtue ftrong : 
Tis/<^//K,/o//r,/^ft{//the Pobt's fong. 



Vol. m. M THB 
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ROYAL TOUJR^ 

fyElMOUTU AMUSEMENTS. 



PROEMIUM. 



/^'REATis 6f Hair-powder the file*— 
^^ Dun DAS and Pitt have both turnM palcj 
Yet Courtiers cry aloud its want of merit. 

Courtiers have try'd with ail their fpite 

To fink it in Obiiviov's night— 
My Friend, the Public, keeps it up with fpirit* 

How often we have feen a bullying Cloud 
Attack the Sun, and quarrel too aloud ; 
Spit, thunder, lighten, frighten the two poles, 

Block up ev'ry avenue for peeping ; 

On this fide now, now on that fide creeping; 
A fort of dirty malkin flopping holes ! 

Sometimes the worried glorious God of Day 

In^s upon a view, and fliows an eye ; 
Jufl ^ a Manager, when fome iad Play 

Is taken ill, and very like to die, 
Kens through the curtain on the Critic Nation, 
AHhifling, clattering, howling out damnatioa. 

* My ingenious j^oem fo called ; not Mr/ Wtt's ingenious Tax on 
that rubjea> which, We are wcU informcd| fucceeds » miferaUy i^ 
product as reputati^fu 
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Thus Envy, the vile hag, attacks my rhymes, 
Swearing they (hall not peep on diftant times ; 

But violent indeed will be the tufle}; 

I deem myfelf, indeed, a tuneful whale : 

• She fwears I am not upon fo large a fcale ; 

Rather a wrinkl<|, limpet, paltry muflel, 
Clin^ng to heavy ipocks, or wooden things 
Mea^g my loyalty, perchance^ to Kings. 

The Public feems to like my Brats, 

Begot, indeed, with little pain— 
Whether it turbot gives, or fprats^ 

Behold ^Mf0/^ t» maintain I 
Thus, then, I caft it on that Sea the Towa.: 



Ma TH^ 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



( "6 ) 

THB 

H O Y A L TOUR. 



C£E ! Cesar's off! thcduft around him hovers, 

^ And, gathering, lo! theKiNoofGLORT covers! 

The rojral hubbub fills both eye and ear. 

And wide-mouth'd Wonder marks the wild career.. 

How like his golden brother of the fky. 

When Nature thunders, and the ftorm is high; 

Now in, now out of clouds, behind, before, 

He rolls amid the elemental roar. 

Heav'ns! with what ardour through the lanes bp 

drives, 
The country trembling for its tenants lives ! 
Squat on his fpeckied haunches gapes the toad. 
And frogs affrighted hop along the road : 
The hares aftonifh.'d to their terrors yield. 
Cock their long ears, and feud from field to field ; 
The owl, loud hooting, from his ivy rufiies ; 
And fparrows, chatt'ring, flutter from the buflies : 
Old women (calPd " a pack of blinking b— s,") 
Dafh*d by the thund*ring Light horse into ditcJus^ 
Scrambling and howling, with poft — rs pointed, 
Sad pidure ! plump again ft 'the Lord's Anointed, 
Dogs bark, pigs grunt, the flying turkeys gobble ; 
Fowls crackle; fcreaming geefe, with ftretch'd wing, 

hobble ; ' * " . . 

Dire death^ his horfes hoofs to ducklings deal, 
And.goflin^s gafp beneath the burning wheel.- 

* Thu$ 
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TThus the great iEoL, when he rufhes forth, 

With all his winds, £ast, Wbst, and South, and 

North; 
Phitter'd the leaves of trees, with wocfti! fright, 
Shook by his rage, and bullied by his miffht ; *^ . 

Straws from the lanes difpers'd, and whirled in air, 
The blollcring wonders of his mouth declare. 
Heav'd from their deep foundations, with dread founc^ 
Barns android houfes thunder to the ground. 
And bowing oaks, in ages rooted ftrong. 
Roar through their branches as he fweeps abng. 
He break^its on the road, gulps tea, bolts toail ; 
Jokes with the waiter^ witty with the hoft ; 
Runs to the earden, with his morning dues ; 
Make^ mouths at Clo AcrN a's ; reads the news. 
Now mad for fitiit, he fcoiirs the garden round; 
Kocks every apj^e that he fpies, to ground ; 
Loads ev'ry royal pocket, feeks his chaife ; * 
Plumps in, and fills the village with amaze* 

He's off again— he fmokes abng the road f 
Purfue him, Pye — purfuehim with an o^e : 
And yet a pajioral might better pleafe; 
Tl^t talks oFfheep, and hay, and beans, and peas ; 
Of trees cot down,* that Richmond's lawn adorn, 
To gam the pittance of a peck of corn- 
He reaches Wrymoxjth— treads the Efphnade— 
Hark, hark, the jingling bells ! the cannonade I 
Drums beat, the hurdigurdies grind the air ; 
Dogs, cats, old women, all upon the ftare ; 
All Weymouth gapes with wonder-— hark ! kiiazas! 
The roaring welcome of a thoufand jaws ! 
O Pye, ftiak Thou^ Apollo's fav'rite fon» 
In loyalty by Petbr be outdone ? 
How oft I bear thy mailer on my back, 
Without one thimblefuU of cheering fack ; 

♦ Gnat has been the nni&cK among x\vt Jlurdy oah, ta make rooi» ., 
lor the couttier-Ukc pliability of the totm-fiaiL that brings marc gr'Ji %o ' 
the Royal MilL ' 

M 3 While 
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act THS &OYAL TOUH; 

While tiouj (not drunk, I hope) O Bard divine,. 
Oft wett*ft thy whiftle with the Muse's wine. 

hafte where proftrate Courtiers Monarchs grect| 
Like cats th^t leek the fun/hine of the ilreet ; 
Where Chesterfield the lively fpaniel fprings, 
Runs, leaps, and makes rare merriment for Kings ; 
Where (harp Macmanus, and fly Jealous, tread. 
To guard from Treach'ry's blow the Royal Head ; 
Wlicre NuNN and BARBER,t filent as the moufe, 
Steal, nightly, certain goods to Glo'fter Houfe« 
Olay, fliall Caesar in rare prefents thrive j 

Buy cheaper, too, than any man alive ; 

Go cheaper in excurfions on the watpr. 

And Laureat Pye know nothing of themattcr? 

A6ks that fliould bid his Poet's bofom flame. 

And make his fpendthrift fubjc6ls blufli with fliamc. 

What though Tom Wart on laugh'd at Kings ani 

Queens, 
And, grinningj. ey'd them jull as State Machines ; 
Much better pleas'd {(o iick of royal life) 
To celebrate 'Soju ire Punch and Pu jjch's wife I 

1 grant thee deep in Attic, Larian lore; 

Yet learn the province of the Muse of yore : 
The Bards of ancient times (fo HisT'RYiings) 
Eat, drank, anddanc'd, and flept with mighty Kings* 
Who courted, rev'renc'd, lov'd the tuneful throngs 
And deem'd their deeds ennobled by a fong. 

Lo, Pitt arrives ! alas, with lantern face ^ 
^ What, hae, Pitt, hae — what, Pitt, hae, more difgrace?** 

* Be it rrcoile^hd with horror that a ftone was ftung at our beloved 
Sovereign in St. James's Park, endangering hi* life ; yet an impudent 
Rhymer thought otherivije ; who, on the occafion, had the audacity U 
write the following "Epigram : 

Talk no more of the lucky efcape of the headf 

From a flint fo unwittingly thrown : 
l^think very diflF^rcnt— with thoufands, indeed, 
'Twas a lucky efcape for the/one, 
+ Two tradefmen who repair conftantly from London to Weymovtli^ 
WAen Royalty deigns to vifit the fpot. 

: ' LOj 
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** Ah, SraB, bad news ! a fecond dire defeat! 

^ ViiKDEB undone, and all the Chovans beat!** 

" Hae, hae— what, what ? — beat, beat ? — what, beat agen ? 
" Well, well, more money— raife more men, more men. 
" But mind, Pitt, hae—mind, huddle up the news, 
** Coin fomething, and the growling land amufe : 
** Make all the Sans-Culottes to Paris caper, 
*' And Rose fhall print the vi<5t'ry in his Papen 
*♦ Let's hear no more, no more of Cornifh tales— 
"iflia'n't refund a guinea, Pitt, to Wales: 
** I can't afford it, no— I can't afford : . 
** Wales coft a deal in pocket-caih and board. 
** Pitt, Pitt, there's Frost, my bailiff Frost— fee, feeT 
^ Well, Pitt, go back, go back again— b'ye, b'ye: 
" Keep London ilill— no matter how they carp— 
** Well, well, go back, and j>id Dundas look ibarp. 
** Muft not lofe France — no, France muft wear t 

»*' crown : 
*' If France won't fwallow — ram a monarch down, 
** Some crowns are fcarce "worxh Jixpences — hae, Pitt?—**' 
The Premier fmil'd, and left the Royal Wit. 

Now Frost approaches—" Well, Frost, well, Frost^ 

p«^y> 

** How, how went fheep a fcore ?— how com and hay ?*** 
" An't pleafe your Majefty, a charming price : 
" Com very loon will he as dear as fpice." 

** Thank God ! but fay,^ fay, do the poor complain ? 
** Hae, hae, will wheat be fixpence. Frost, a grain f 

** I hope «o/, Sire; for great were- then my fears, 
•* That Win dso r would be puU'd about our ears." 

** Frost, Frost, no politics— no, no. Frost, not 
^ You, you talk politics ! oho, oho ! 
•^ Windsor come down about our ears ! what, wliat I 
** D'ye ye think* hap^ hasj that I'm afraid of that ? 

*^ What 
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«* What, what are foldiers good for, but oheyY 

*' Macmanus, Tow^send, JfiALot7s, hsfe, hap, hae, 

*' Pull Windsor down ? hae, what ? — a pretty job I 

^ Wi N D90 R be puird" to pieces by the mob ! 

*' Talk, talk of farming— that's your ^a, d*ye fee; 

^' And mind, mind^, politics bdong to me. 

*' Go back, go back, and watch the Windfor chaps ; 

*' Count all the poultry ; fet, fet well the traps." 

*' See, iee! fee! STAeiR*-^hcre, here, Stacie, here — 

*' Going to market, Stacis ? — dear, dear, dear, dear! 

** I get all my provifion by the mail— 

•' Hae, money plenty, Stacie? cfoa*t fear jail. 

*♦ Rooms, rooms all fttll ? bar, *hae ? no beds to fpare ? 

*' What, what I give travelers, hae, good fare, good fere ? 

•* Good fign, good frgn, to have bo empty beds ! 

*< Shows, uiows that people like to fee C&own'i> He ax>«/* 

The Mail arrives ! hark ! hark ! the cheerful hora, 
To Majesty announcing oil and corn ; 
Tidrnips and cabbages, and-foap, and caadles, 
And, fo ! each article Great CiESAR handles ! 
Bread, cheefe, fait, catchup, vinegar, and muflard, 
Small beei?^ and bacoo, app^-pye aod cuft^d: 
An, all, fi^om Windsor greets his frugal Gkkqb^ 
Toi: We t m.o u ta is a d-mn,'d expeafive- pto^ev 

Sal'sb'ry appears, the Lord of ftars and ftring5 ; 
Prefects his poemf to ttie ^^y? of Kings. * 

Great Caesar reads it— feels a laughing fit, 
And wonders Sal*sb'ry fliould become a wit. 

A batch of bullocks!— fee Great Caesar run: 
He flops *he Drover — bargain is begun. 
He feels their ribs and riimps-^he Ihakes hishead^^ 
** Poor, Drover, poor— poor, very poor indeed.'* 

* The boncft MalWr of the Royal Hotel. . 

t ,This high Lord is really a %i5 I'oct. His Journey to VVeyoMWCfr, - 
which 1 Mras liorribly .tfraid would hnve foreftallcd mine with thePuWic,, 
will make its appearance ieofty hnd, 1 am informed, is to be enriched 
with f0y«/ amctatm, 

CwEsah 
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Cjesar and Drover haggle— <iifF*fence fplit— 
How much ?— a fhilling ! what a royal hit ! 
A load of hay in light! Great CiESAR flies- 
Smells — fhakcs his head — " Bad hay — four hay-—" he buys. 
** Smell, GouKTowN — fmell— good bargain— lucky 
> • load— 

" SmeU, CouRTowN — ^fweeter hay was never mow 'd.'* 

A herd of fwine goes by ! — " Whofe hogs are thefe^ 
** Hae, Fanner, hae?'* — " Your's, Meafter, if yow plcaac.** 
** Poor, Farmer, poor-rlean, loufy, very poor— 
« Sell, fell, hae, M?"— Ifs, Meafter, tobezure: 
" My pigs were made for zale, but what o*that? 
** You caall mun lean ;. now, Zur, I caall mun i/a/— 
** Meafter, I baant a,ftarling — can't be cort; 



Yoli think, agofh, to ha the pigs vor »or/.' 
JUo ! CiESAR buys the pigs — he flily winks-- - 
** Hae, GwiNN, the fellow is not caught^ he thinks-— 
** Fool, not to know the bargain I have got | 
.** Hae, GwiNN— nice bargain — lucky, lucky lot I** 

Enter the dancing dogs ! they take their ftations ; 
They bow, they curtfy to the Lord of Nation*. ^ 

They dance, they fkip, they charm the K— - of Fun^ 
While CourtiersYee themfclves almoft Qutdone. 

Lord Pavlet enters on his hands and knees. 
Joining the hunts of hares with hunts of fleas.* 

Enter Sir Joseph ! gladd'ning royal eyes ! 

W^at holds his hand ? a box of butterflies, 

Gnibs, nefts, and eggs of humming-birds, topleafej 

Noots, tadpoles, brains of beetles, ftings of bees. 

The noble Prefident without a bib on. 

To fport the glories of his bluftiing ribbon ! 

* Th^^Earl has won the Koytd fmik, and is made a Lord of the Bcd» 
chamber ; but as capricious inconftancj is a prominent feature in the 
BruAiwick family, a royaiftvwn may be at no great diftancc. 

The 
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1^1 TBB ROTAC TOUK. 

The Fiflxcrmen ! the Fiflieirmcn behold! 

A fhoal of fifli ! the men their nets unfold ; 

Surround the fcaly fry— they drag to land: 

C/E8A& and Co. ruihdown upon the fand t 

The fifties leap about— Gods I wfaata cktter f 

CiESAR delighted, jumps into the water — ® 

He mafvels at the fifh with (ins and fcales— • 

He plunges at them— feizes heads and tails ; 

Enjoys the druughfc---he capers — laughs aloud; 

And ihows his captives to the gapiug crowd* 

He oFders^them tO'GIo'fler Lodge— they go : 
But are the Fifhermen rewarded ?— NO ! ! ! 

C^sAn fpies Lady Cathc ART with a book; 
He flies to know what 'tis— he longs to look. 
** What's id your hand, my Lady? let me know." 

** A book, an't plcafe your M y.'*— " Oho f 

** Book's a good thing — good thing-*-I like a book ; 
** V^ry good thing, my Lady, let me look — 
** War of America ! my Lady, hae ? 
** Bad thing, my Lady ! — fling, fling that away.** 

A SArLOR pops upon the Royal Pair» 
On crutches borne— an objec!^ 6f Dcfpair : 
. His fquallid beard, pale cheek, and haggard eye. 
Though Jjlentj pour for help a piercing cry. 
c 
* Who, who are you f what, wliat I hae, what are you?* 

*' A man, my Liege, whom JCindn ess never knew,** 
<« A failor ! failoir, hzt ? you've loft a leg." 

" I know it, • Sir- -which forces me to beg. 

*' IVe nine poor children, Sir, befides a wife — 

♦* God blefs them ! the fole comforts of my life.'' 

" Wife and ninje children, 'hae ? — all, all alive ? 
*' N0| no^ no wonder that you cannot thrive. 

" Shame, 
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^ Shame, fliame, to^U your hut with^dhatndnl 

** Shame to get brats for otAers to maintain !* 

** Ckt^ get a wooden kg, or one of cork : 

** Wood's cheenpeft'^^ get wood, ^a&d go to wofik. 

** But mind, mind Sailor — hae, hae, hae — hear, hear— • 

" Don't go to Wfe^r, nlind, and cut one there : 

** That's dangerous, xlangcrous— there I place m.y traps-^^ 

^* Fine things, fine things, for legs of thieving chaps : 

" Ucfrttaps,*#y^ traps — take care — they bite, th^ bite, 

" And fometimes catch a dozen legs a night," 

**• Oh I had I money, Sir, to huy a leg !" 

** No money, hae? nor I-*go beg— go beg"-*. 

How (Weetly kind 'to bid the cripple mutntj 
And cut from other people* t trees a flump ! ^ 

How vafHylike our kind Archbishop M — RE,f 
Who loves' not beggar tribes at Lambeth door ; » 

Of meanctParfons bids them afk relief- 
There, carry their coarfe jugs for broth and beef ! 

" Mine Gote ! your IMafiiefly !.-^dQo!t.hear :iufli ftuff : 

" De Worlcboufe always g^cfs de poor, enough. 

** Why make bout dirty l^g fufh wondrous fufs ?.— ^ 

" And den, what impudeace for beg oi Us ! 

*' In Strelitz, O mine'Gote ! de beggars ikip : 

" Dere, for a iharity, we gcefs.a whip. 

** Money makedfitibjetftsimpudcnt, Pm fare— - 

** Refped be alwajgsyrtiaK iicjpeepers ;^r," 

* Is nor tW^farcafni ii applIciWe to thrones as hoifeh T 
t Our tender Metropdlitan, as well as the dclfcate fenfiWlity^of Mrs. 
M— e, are Vcally tired with the number of poor creatures who^ three 
times a week, have, frort time immemorial, claimed the charitable 
<lonation of b^]th.4iid>ai«at fmto -Lambeth Pialadc. It is pretty well 
known, that aibwng. a^fiitation has hecft made for the removal «£ this 

1 • '•*How, 
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«* How, Sailor, ^ you lofe your leg?— hae, haf*? 

<< I loft it, pleafe your Majefty, at fea, 

** Haurd^htingformy country and my King." 

•* Ha, what? — that's common, very a>mmon thing. 

•*^HaB ! lucky fellow, that you were not drilVd% 

*^ Some lofe their heads, and many men are kill'd. 

** Your parifh? Where's your pariih?hae — ^where,wlicre?'* 

** I ferv'd my 'prenticefhip in Manchefter." 

« Fine town, fine town — full, full of trade and riches-^ 
^ Hae, Sailott hap, can you make leather breeches? 
*« Thefe come from Manchefter — there, there I ^ot ^m V\ 
Oa which Great Cjesar claps his bnckikin bottom* 

^ Muft npt encourage vagrants — no, no, no— 

^ Muft not make laws, my lad, and break 'em too. 

* Where, where*s your panfli, hae? and where's your 

a pafs? 
•* Well, make bafte home— I've got, I've got no brafi.'d 

Now to the Esplanade a feat is borne. 
To eafe the Qi^-n's fweet bottom and her com; 
For corns are apt e'en Majejiy to bite. 
As well as on pwr toes to vent flieir fpite. 

Around the gracious Q^- of England, lo ! 
Dames of the Bedchamber, a goodly row; 
Mobs palling by, of Majesty to fond, 
Pipping, like ducks, their noddles in a pond. 
How would this fight of Strelits chai^ the ibid? 
A lofty .land, although a fpder hole I 
Avaiuit, allFRAiL-oNEs, from the Qr—'schafte view t 
Pollution taints the air with fuch a crew ! 
Dare ye approach ? full foon ye meet refiftance; 
Inhoff's pure wife fhall fliove you at a diftancet 
The East's proud Empress, who, with di'mond waind. 
Can viiit the^rft Lady of tt^ Laitbi 

Nay, 
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THE rotaI rouit. tif' 

Nay, more^ the chronidec of truth aver, 
Can make the Land's fiIst Lady vx^ther! 

She comes ! the Ma jest y of this fair Iflc 
Greets Mistress Imhoff with an ell-wide fmilc; 
Bids her partake the radiance of a Crown, 
And, on the /eat of Innocence^ fit down. 
Lo ! down {he fits 1 the mob, all envying, viewsf. 
As Mistress Imhoff whifpcrs Indian news. 

The St ADTHOLDER ! he joins Q^ecn Charlotte— ^««r/ 

Falls on the feat of royalty his rump ! 

teace to his fpirit ! he begins to doze ! 

He fnores ! heav'ns blefs the trumpet of his nofe I 

So great his folly, that the world, mayhap^ 

Shall, grinning, point at Hoooen Moogen's nap. 

Princes of Europe, pray exclaim not ** Ihame!*' 

Go, for Mankind's repofe, and do the fame. 

My Lady H — -^aiE appears* how large^ 

Deep laden, like a camel, or a barge. 

What's all beneath her petticoats? — Shawls, chintz** 

Why (hould the Mufe, indeed, the matter mince? 

Muiiins the richcft of the fertile Eaft. 

Lo, back (lie moves again to beundreftl 

At Glo'fter Lodge, upon the bed Ae fquats. 

To drop the lumber, fliavvls, and broider*d brats ; 

Where England's happy her fteps purfues ^ 

Attends the labour, ami turns acamcJieufe^ 
Hark ! Caesar and the little children talk; 
Together laugh, together too they walk : 
The mob around admire their pleafant things. 
And marie that children talk as nuell as Kings. 

And no^ to Del a mot's the M - ■■ h fpeeds: 
' He catches up a fcore of books, and reads — 
Learns nothing — fudden quits the book-abode-* 
Orders his horfe, and fcours the Dorfet road. 
He's in again ! he boards the barge— fcts fail- 
Jokes with the iailors, and enjoys the gale : 
V0L.IIL N Defcants 
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Ilfr THE EOYAL TQUH. 

Defcants on winds and vtrave»^thc land regains, 

And gives the Tars juil nothing, ior their pains ! 

For, what a hwe that Kings \}cl€\x Jlavts fhould /«y / 

Sulfiicient is the hm^ur of the 6xf \ 

Now fprings the So v'aBic n wildly to the feas — 

Ruihes intrepid m^-^aUmg to knees /— 

Old NEPTUNE,Jealous of his world, looks big-«- 

And blufl'ring Boee as blows away his wig. 

O Ptb ! amidfl fuch doings canft thou Jleep f 
Such wonders whelping on the land and deep \ 
So nobly form'd to deck th' hllloric page, 
Aftomih man, and fweUs the Muse's rage ! 

Thus, thus I fing of Royalty, unpaids 
In Courts obferve, and follow to the ihade ; 
And mean, .God willins;, fince thou wilt not write^ 
To give each word and action to the light ; 
With daily deeds my voice fublimely raife. 
And found wife fpeeches kito diftant days. 

In fpitoof low Democracy, the Brute, 
Kings (hall at length regain their lofi repute. 
The poor fiink Falcon, robbed of ev'r)' plume, 
That fnaps the ground, and mourns his humble doom, 
With pow'riul pinion foon from earth {ball rife. 
Mix with the folar blaze, and fweep the ikies. 

Such fliall be done, if pow*r the Bard can boitft. 
Who deems the breed too precious to be loft. 
And fince Augustus deign'd with Bards to dine. 
And, bleft withBards^^Msc^NAS drank his wine ; 
O let us hope that mighty modem Kings 
May ccafe to clafs the Bards with vulgar things^ 
And of the tuneful Tribe thinkySwra;^^/ higher, 
Than Newgate's Bellman^ or a Country Cryer /♦ 

Should 

* Never were the AotSbt, nUai Poets, in more difefteem than at the 
Court of ch^ Brunfwicks. Homer, fingipg of fuch as were the greareft 

£avoiiriR« 
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Should this rare aera rife, and Brunswick's Grace 
Revive the drooping ^lory of his racfc ; 
How happy at Saint James's, my friend Pye, 
At Buckingham and Windsor, ThuMd /, 
To fee fair Genius re-aflume her reign ; 
Dullness and Avarice expell'd the fcenc ; 
The fet'ning Bards their laurell'd fronts difplay. 
And proudly triumph over Hogs and Hay / 

Once more, then, let me beg thee, lazy Pye, 
To follow Monarchs wherefoe'er they fly: 
\yhen from the lofty pinnacle of thrones, 
T^hey fink, to tread, with vulgar folks, the ilones ; 
To Pf^eymouth waves, and fands, and (hops repair ; 
Dafli country Joans with dread, and Bumpkins fcare : 
For ever trifling, and for ever blcfl, 
In laugh, and hop, and flcip, and j*wnp, and jcft— 
How like the ruftic boy, the Ample Tbino, 
Who only wiih'd to be a mighty King ; 
(So meanly modefl; was his pray'r to Fate) 
To €at fat fwk^ and ride upon a gate ! 



Mr. PITT'S 
FLIGHT ro WIMBLEDON. 

JUST as T prophefy^d ! — ^the florm begins ! 
^ And thou art ofF-^for Wimbledon, I ween, 
To hide thee there for all thy courtly fins, 
So complaifant indeed^tb King and QyEEN ! 

favourites of ancient Monarchs^ mentions Inlnpa KaxtfVy Tfx7oy« 
^H^y and Mftvl^v, /. e, a DoAor, a Houfe-Carpenter, and a Con- 
juror. Thefcy our behoved S- ■■ n , ioHowing this ctaffical ezanaple 6l 
antiquity, has noticed and recommended: Doctor Willis, to Parlianoenti 
Sir WiUiam Chambers, to the Comptrolierlhrp of the Board of Works | 
and Sigaor Pinetti, to the Patronage of all the w^ of the Metropolis. 
N 2, Loud 
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>aS MA. I^ITT'iS FUGHT TO WIMftLEfr^lf. 

Loud was thy window's crafh — ^a Ihow'r of Hones 
Pouted in thick vollies from the angry Mob. 

How the rude pebbles fought thy vsmilh'd bones^l 
And cry'd aloud, " W&re is the fellow's imi/ 

But difappointed, on the carpet fpread. 

They griev'd they could not rattle round thy head. 

DuNDAs's hay -loft, fbon, I gueis, 

In fccrecy wilt thou poflefs; 
Or elfe another fecret namelefs place — 

A y^ueet afylum from the rage 

Of fuch as defp'rate battle wage 
With men who plunge the Nation in difgracc. 

This v/as a terrible affair ! 

Undoubtedly it made thee ftare ! 
Indeed I think that tliou wert right, 
To afk the friendfhip of a flight. 
Alas! when Danger his ftern form reveals, 
There's really wifdom in a pair of heels ! 

Since not a foul dares ope his jaws 

To plead, O Pitt, thy awkward caufe, 

I'll be thy Counsel, Man, to bring thee off: 

Not fave thy reputation — no — 

That's an Herculean work, I trow; 
Thy name mull bear, indeed, th' eternal feoff. 

Come from thy bay-loft, then, or thy retreat, 
Where C l o a c i n a keeps her filent feat, 

And let me lead thee to the People's eye. 
Kneel down before them — own thy heavy guilt, 
For meannefs and King- flatt'ry — treafure fpilt, 

And otliers lins too glaring to deny. 

This then be thy confeflion, Pitt : — 

** Alas ! by mad Ambition bit, 

•* And grinding hunger, too, I needs muft fay 5 

« Where- 
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•• Where fickle FoRTtJKfi loves to fpdA, 

* I fought the redons of the Co^rt ; 

•* But Oififfcieiice £nin8, alas I fh^ Idfe day, 

<♦ I baWlM Rdbrhi with Rief!Mt>!*D*» LoW, 

« But never mfeioit to k^p my #ord. 
<* Our bawKngs fiighteuM the ChckAT MaiI and W<f- 
**«tAK5 

«* With patriot threats we forc*d our way, 

«* And, '1*fdJ^ 'twas funihine made our hay, - 
«» A ttfek wittoStat^fnten by rib mc^s uncommon. 

" Ye gave me credit for tny crics^ 

" And, guU'd, with plcafure faw me rife ; - . x t 
« Though foon^ toofoon^ ye mock'd the royal cbol<« r 

** Too.fodn 1 read in ev'ry^face 

" The hift'ry of a facV difgrace, 
** Heard exccradcHi load the gen'rtJ rpfce, 

** The breeze of popularity foon dy*d— 

« Soon ebb'd of Fame, alas I th' inconftant dde : 

** Yet held 1 places in the peoplei's fpite j 

** Agreed, amongft rhj^ other fins, 

** For curfed Hanoverian (kiiisj 
* « Agreed for Gallic defpotifm to fi§ht; , ; 

** Agreed to pay th' Apothecary^s bill, 
•* And load, with your good grift, the Royal mill. 

« Whifper'd the N«floti% poHi? Wai «1 their dwh 5 
** That fubjcfts were i^iktifcab to compWn; 
** Who, fiient, otight to bear th^ir galling ciiainj 

" And fwore rebdftion lurked in cv'ry groan, 

«* I own the Royal bams are foil of corn ; 

'* The fineft, fatteft beeves the land adorn j 

« The feireft iheep in Windfon fields are fcen j 
" Increafe on cv'iy acre fmilea^ 
<« Thericheft'midtheQiKfnoflfiess^ 

« Ail thcfc belonj^g to our K. and Q^, 

Nj . ?Biit 
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*** But what can I ?— I dare not fp^ — 

** I dare not iky the People fqueak, 
^ And fullen look, and threat, and fwear, and cry ; 

w »Tis a vile fhamc the realm fhouldfiarve: 

•* Why fliould not they have fowls to canre? 
*^ Although he is, forfooth, Co wondrous high. 
•* We put him there— we give him a]l his money*-* 
** 'Tis hard the bees ihouU want a little li^ney. 

«< R......B ihall out, the man of leathern guns^ 

'* Whom BaAV£RY fcorns, and beauteous JScirvcb 

^ Whom feeming idiotifm and madnefs rules ; 

•* The vcrieft laughing-flock of veridl fools. 

•* H - ■ Y no more ibill drain the he^Hc Slate^ 

'* And fuek, the leach, the Empire to her iaxt^ 

** Lo, from the feat of Justice will I fweep 

•* The ^u&-cLAD Rqgus, renown'd for ilealing flieep.* 

^* I bluih to think I help*d the wars of Kings, 
** And^ meanly crouching, made a ro3ral pother» 

•* I now think Princes very Jo-Jo things ; 

" The one half cheats, and arrant fools the other. 

•* E'en to the tune flie choofes, let her dance ; 

^ ril Cram no defpots down the throat of Fa AKCE« 

<* I own myfel^ alas I an arrant fool, 
** Not to fufpeft and look thai Pruffian liirpugh : 

*♦ Yet to Hypocrisy I went to fchool; 

^ Jut, hang the feUow, ^ be was Yorkfliire too.'* 



# Whether this not^rUus ani lofry LTmb of tltc Law will behsngti 
•r not, evcu the prophetic powers of the M«/i' cannot foretell j but that 
a fcore of flolen fhccp, which the ovmers fwow to, were in this fidlow'i 
|K&$y exhibited for fale lately- at a country fair, is a h& that admits of 
fio contradiction. Many b^ts are pending ; and the odds^ as well as the 
ii/tf( of the i»uotry> are pn she /f^f. 

'5 When 
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When out of place, then " right is State refetm-^ • 
•* Oh ! venal Parliaments are curfed things :" 

But, when in place—" Don't, don't provoke the ftorm ; 
•* Why alter, why difpleafe the heft of Kings?'' 

Such is the creed of all the Courtier train ; 

Rocks of our hopes — the Imps that we maintain* 

^ As {harks and whales pick daih^ a good diih 
" From all the dainty under-worM of fifh^ 

** So Tyrants, at a moft ungodly rate^ 
** For human difhes, daily, hourly prowl ; 
** And as the weazel fucks the eggs of fowl, 

** Tkey^ greedy, fuck thai latger egg, the St ate, " 

" But no fuch matter will I fervc, 

" Nor miftrefs, chriften'd K — and Q^-; 

** Who, whilft their plunder'd fubjefts i^rve, 
^ Are, 'midil their boarded millions, ieen* 

** The People's Servant^ till by Fate o'erpower'd| 
♦« By G— that People ihall not be devour'd V^ 

Thus if thou fweared — bear me — ^by our fkins. 
Which yet our baftinado'd backs retain ; 

Gen'rous, we'll wipe out thy old /core of fins. 
And yield thee fuff 'ranee to begin again. 

^ Thus if thou fweareft, and wilt fin no mor€^ 
A pardon flVall be thine— our anger o'er. 

Heed not the wrath of Kings — the Nation made 'em-^^ 
The People put on board tlieir backs, their honors ; 
And ihould Kings forfeit their efteem, the DoNo&a 

Can (if I err not) in a trice unlade 'cm. 

Such, Pitt, is my advice — but thou art prOUd, ; ' 

Although, fo lately one of us poor crowd, - " • " 

Crawling, by mean degrees, to thine high ftation : 
Thou canft not well remember thy old rags, 
Or thou hadft been more fparing of thy brags ; 

Infulting thus a much too generous Nation. 
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IjfS till. fVt*t*t PtfGtft T6 WlMBlSDt^V, 

Lo, thus Ae Lad ifa tnfe Saint Giles*^ t>oh], 
Bleft with a bamHr, iirft begins td bawl ; 

Wheit Plenty, ah ! cxaltcdi not her horh'-^ 
Potatoes the poor bairow's little all. 

At length^ fuccMding by a heiy ttj^ 

And FoaTVNB*s £siv'ringTmile, the Lad can buy 

A baflcrt •-'-nlay, ttoo bitfkcts-fof his biirrow ; 
To which he hartgs the bafWb w?th muth pride, 
With endive, cdery, and greens befide— 

Yes, with much pride, thslt warmshis inxhbft tnar^bw- 

Witb all the gapitig energy of fong. 
Proudly he roils his whole estate along ! 

Ambition (HH infpites his panting heart; 
And now fubtityfe he rifes to a tart^ 

But not without a JaOK ass, let me (by : 
A Jack is harnefs'd — on the cart he mounts- 
Looks round— -elate, his cabbages h^ counts. 

And triunfiphs in his SAatNEU^s Brudenell-bfay. 

He ftops not her^^M-AWSttioN gi^s lus foul 
To bid his orb ifi loftier regions roll. 

In CovKNT (SahdIex, lo I a faap be gains ; 
Pines, ned'rinds, plums, and apricot^ and peaches. 
Behold ! his laudable ambition reaches \ 

And now the Jackafs and the cdrt difdakis. 

AlS Afs's /////y ttounds his nktr ear. 
Bringing to mind hi!s late a^ humble fphere : 

ArchSifhop-likc, he ttrtu^rs within his ftali— 
Looks on the barrow, cart, and baiket crew. 
With all the confequence of man^ afkew, • 

Aikd, for a pack of beggars^ damns them dL 






ODE 
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ODE TO THE FRENCH. 

f\H I with what freedom have ye treated Kings ! 
^^ Say, did not ye equip their backs with wings, 

Yet cruelly cut off their heads for /[ying f 
Alas ! fo lately did ve Kings adore ! 
Now 'tis a wolf, a fion, a wild boar— 

A hypocrite, a thing of theft and lying. 

What folly to create the hungry Kite, 

Yet quarrel with his appetite and claws ; 
Or grumble at the Tiger's ravenous bite, 

Yet give the favage fuch a pair of jaws ! 
For ever are ye plung'd in mad extremes ! 
Let Common Sens B, then, roufe you from your dreams# 

Grandeur, I own, Teems much increased inline ; 
Much gaudier too her drefs to mortal eyes. 

The lofty Lords and Ladies of our Ifle, 
Enough to make a grave old Tom Cat fmile, 
* Muft ev'ry thing, forfooth, \njtyle enjoy ; 
And if to Margate Doctors bid them ^o. 
By fea^ to purify from head to toe. 
Turn up their dainty nofes at a Hoy, 

** Foh ! in a Hoy^ the fihhy thing, embark \ 

" Loaded with beafts of all kind— Noah's Ark !*• 

So nice 1 that, had they by good chance been born 
When C APT Ai N Noah put his wif<? on board, 

With all his other livejtocl^ they had fworn 
To go together boldly to the Lord ; 

That is to iay, be drown'd ! — bid life adieu, 

Sooner than fail with fuch a ftioking crew. 

'Yet 
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Yet let me add — not all the Great are nic^: 
Not ail by Pride are tainted, the vile vice — 

No ! witnefs our good K — and our good Qr*> 
Lord love 'em ! our moil humble Q^- and K— 
Can, gracious, ftoop to any little thing, 

However humble, not however mean. 

Hcav'ns blefs their pretty, goodly, greafy Graces ? 
I've feen them bolt fat bacon at the races ; 
On Afcot courfe devour fuch loads of ham, 
And wafh it down, fo dainty, with a dram ! 

bow (imple ! like to many an ancient King, 
That roaued royal diimers by a ftring. 

And turn'd ihe royal rapier to a fpit : 
Though full of magnanimity, could ftoop 
To boil, in tlleir grand helmets, beef and loup. 

And eat from thence, fo great their faving wit ! 

When good Prince — — * deign' dvifit our fmall lik, 
Grand foul 1 he came in very humhU ftyle — . 

Cut no huge figure — made no mighty fiafh ! 
Two (hirts belonged unio the princely kd ; 
*Twas all the linen treafure that he had^ 

Which poor old Mother Da vies us'd to wafh j 

Goody of Richmond ! Mother to the Man J* 
Who ftrikes with rev'rent awe the Eton Clan. 

** Dear Prihcc," quoth Mother Davies, " many a 
« time 

" The lad in linen was fo wondrous fliort, 
** I've made *n wait until I clesln'd the grime, 

** To make 'n, like a Chrifiiany go to Court. 

♦ The name of th!$ young StreUtz man, or Trince^ Is abfolutdy 
Ibisotten ; but he is, or was, full brother to our moft gtMcious Queen, 
t Mr. Davies^ xfaejrefient Pi«VDft of Ston Col^ge. 

wyes, 
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** Yes, on my thora there, many and many an eye 
** Hath feen his Honor's liuen put to dry; 
** But foon, indeed, t' increafe his little flore, 
** His Bister, Madam, made a couple more." 

But to return — folks thought ftrange things of yorc^ 
When no abfurdity Belief could Utiodn ; 

When Gossip Prejudice put in her oar. 
To fcull the fimple mind on £rror's rock. 

What thoufands thought that Kings and Queens eat 
gold! 

That beef and mutton was too emrfe a fare ; 
And that their bodies were fo finely ^«/'//, 

Thi^ breath'd a fluid heytmd vulgar air. 

Could not conceive that air (ogrofs and common 
Entering a dog's, and cat's, and monkey's nofi^ 

Inflated a Queen* s lungs, /o great a woman ; 
Or King\ whom foch rare particles compofe. 

Yes ! 'tis confefs'd that Folly rul'd Mankind— 
*Twas once the fame with me^ the Bard, I find. 

I grant that I, in life's more early day^ 

DeemM KiNGSjraa^^ Gbd*almigittes--^f&m*d for SwAY^ 

The Un I V e r s e, fee-fimfk — aU their own : 
Tho' now I think the People claim a right 
liofomeruihat rather larger th^na mite; 

Nay, that we fliould e'en halve it with the Throne. 

I cry'd, ** Nought's little which great Kings approve; 

** Kings turn, like Midas, all they touch to jiW— 
« Witncfs Lord Hawk*«r'ry, ivm'd^ by Royal Lov.f, 

" Yxomjetdtinfm^y a clod of mcaaeft mwU," 

What is there in zfog f " Lord ! nought !** ye cry. 
To me a fog was 9nce important — why ? 
C^sar with glory cloth'd the fog, 1 trow— 
Ah ! bow ?^R^, re%d th^ ftory^ luid ye'U know* 

- GiESAR 
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CaESAR AND THE FOG. 

C-^SAR, upon a fummer's golden day, 
Got earhr from his bed to fmeli his hay, 

And i^ if all his fowls were fafe and found ; 
And likewife fee what traps had legs and feet 
Belonging unto men who wifh*d to treat 

Their chaps with chicken on forbidden ground. 

Enter a General (Carpenter) low bowing, 
Scraping, and, nundarin-like, nodding, ploughing, 

With nofe of rev'rence fweet, the humble grafs.— » 
*' Hae, General,, hae? what news, what news in town ?** 
« None, Sire." — " None, General ? — Gen'ral, h«, | 
** none, none ?'* 

** Nothing, indeed, O King, is come to pafs." 

" Strange! ftrange!— what, what— fee nothing on the | 
** way? I 



" Hae, hae ?*' crv'd CuEs a r, all for news agog. 
** Nothing, my Liege — no nothing, I may fay, 
** Excepting upon Hounflow, Sir, a/o^." 

** Fog upon Hounflow, Gen'ral ? large fog, hae, 

" Or /mall fog, Gen'ral ?"— ;" Large, an*t pleafe you, 
** Sire." 
** Strange, vaftly Urange !-^\|^at, large fog, large fog, 
** pray? 
" Yes, yes, yes — large fog, that I much admire.'' 

CiESAR and Carpenter now talk*d of wars, 

Ojf <:annon, bullets, fwords, and wounds, and fears : 

When, in the middle of the fight, the Ring 
Sudden exclaim'd — " Fog upon Hounflow, hae ? 
** Large fog ^oo, Gen'ral ? — well, go on, on, pray— 

♦* Strange ! very ftrange ! — cxtr'ordinary thing !" 

*Now dwelt the Gen'ral on the battle's rage. 
Where mufliets, mufliets— guns, great guns, engage, 
.w Redd'nini; 
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Redd'ning with blood the field, and ftream, and bog j 
"When, ruihing from the murd'rous fcene of glory, 
The Monarch fudden marr'd the Gen'ral's ftory— 

** Fog u|>orf Hoiiriflow, Gen'ral— lafge, large fog ?" 
•* Yes, Sir," laid Carpenter, unto the King.— 
** Strange^ very ftrange ! cxtr'ordinary thing !*' 

At leneth the Gen'ral/»ia*^lupky elf !— 
With much poUtepefs, and much fweat and pain. 

« Thank God !» the GeA'ral whifper'd to himfelf— 
*V Curfe me, if ever I find/oj^j again !** 



THUS, then, I rev'renc'd y^g^j in former days, 
Becaufe I worfhipp'd KtKGS ; and thobgh I ceafe 

King-adoration, Kings ihill fliare my praiie, 
.Although the gape of Wonder may decreafe. 

I ftar'd on Kings as Comets with amaze : 
But now a deal dimiiiifh'd is the blaze : 

Emgs are m(;re tallow-candles, nine in ten. 
Wanting a httie/HuJing now and then ; , 

HarbTing a THtEF that plays a dangerous game; 
Which if we did not watch, and ftrait ptirfuci 
The fat is in the fire ! and dben adieu 

That greafe fo rich, the parent of the flame. 

Nay, worfe event from this f^e Thief appears ! 
The iou/if at times, is bur6t about our ears. 

YetiOray, Sirs, take a King from Mister Pitt, 
And calmly to the Sovereign's will fubmit; 

And not, as ye have don^, on madnefs border : 
Nay, Mft to me, for oracles I tell — 
Kings, for the People will do very well. 

Like candla and their thieves^ wtien kept in frder* 

Vol JIL O ODB 
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ODE TO THE MILL 

EreBed in Windsor Park, f«r grinding Cmm at # 
cheap Ratcyir the Pook. 

T SAIDy his M— Y was very good! 
-*■ Ready to iacrifice his royal bl<x>d — 

Yes, for the Poor, each precious drop to {pill : 
And now behold the Corn is grinding down ; 
Such is the glorious bounty of the Crown ! ^ 

, And, lo ! in Windfor Park a ftately Mill ! 

Blow, blow, ye breezes— fafter, gentle gales ! 
Oh, for the Poor of Windfor fill the lafls ! 

£6HAM and Staines— not Brentford^ that vileplac^ 
Whofe wicked imps in Royalty's defpite, 
Rufh'd to the Royal gardens at deep night, 

And foully murder'd half the Dryad race. 

Blow, gentle gales ; ye breezes, harder blow : 
Or foon the chanty will ceafe to flow : 

Ships to Old Thames are pouring in with com. 
While Madam Ceres whets her fcythe and hook; 
I hear the clanking found in every nook ; 

The reaper's fong already cheers the mom. 

^faid his Majefty was good and great ; 
And the^iifh'd Poor would have a treat: 

And now, behold, they fatten on the .flour! 
Vile Chronicle, I know what thou wilt fay-««i 
" Why do not Monarchs give the flour away ? 

" Why not a part of hoarded millions pour ?" 

Grind, gentle Mill, and bring down all the bran; 
The bhuer 'tis, the whole/omer tot man. 

I know 
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T know that faucy Engliihmen will fay, 

•* Why wiD not Monarchs give their beef away, 

** While Fa m«n e's face ftares forth from cv'ry door ? 
•* How, with an eafy heart; can Monarchs keep 
^ Such droves of cattle, and fuch flocks of fheep, 

•* While HvNGBR gnaws the vitals of the Poor ?•* 

Grind, gentle Mill, withfpeed, the com away; 
Nor he^ what envious, jealous, people fay. 

« Why," cries the mob, " bejcwellM fhines the Or— 't 
" While PdvERTY appears with fallow mien ? 
** All know the million»--'twas from us they came ; 
** To fhine, while thus iwe fuffer, is a fhame," 

Worms ! know ye not that Hanovek is pwr. 
The fav'rite fpo( of our mofl gracious K— ? 

And fhall m guineas, O ye fools, go o'er, 

Where all our P&incus drank at Wisdom's fpring? 

Grind, gentle Mill— nor let one grain be lofl : 
Well knows the Monarch what a bufliel cofl. 

Is not poor Strelitz very poor indeed. 

That gave this Nation a mofl gracious Q— — ? 

And, O ye Rogues, in Hifl'ry fhall we read, 
That guineas never were in Strelitz fcen ? 

Inform me, fools, what jewels can go there > 
To match the goodly Jewel fent us here f 

Fools ! was not Hesse as poor as a church moufe^ 
Till good Amelia fent her thoufands o'er ? 

At once lank Poverty forfook the houfe. 
And, flead oijlraw^ a carpet grac'd the floor* 

In thee what femblance unto K— s I find. 
Not Britijh^ but to Foreign K— s I trufl; 

iVho of the fimple Poor the faces grind, 
Juft as thou grindeft ev'ry grain to dufi. 

O % Grinds 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



J40 A HINT TO A rOOK. DEMOCRAT. 

Grind, gentle Mill, wijh all thy kind end^vour! 
O grind away ! — for better /^/^than never. ^ 



A HINT TO A POOR r)EMOCRAT, 

O AY not unto a K— , « Thou fool !"— For why ? 
^ 'Tis unpolite— though poffibly no lie : 

The fpeech, too, blights Preferment's opening bud. 
Make Monarchs and L^me Wisdom near relation s, 
And all the Virtues too— fuch kin-creations 

May work thy temporalities much good. 

Laud, to each word, however weak, be giv'n, 
And let each earthy a^ion fcent of heav'n. 

To cry " Thou fool !** were fooliih, let me fay ; 
Becaufe Kings have fo much to give away-^ 
f*i Steps to Prefebment are composed oi fiat fries: 
So.eafily ye fcale her lofty walls, 
Juft as ye mount the fumrait of St. Paul's-^ 
But fr::r^'/— aye, what are truths!— oh! fatal 
batt'rics! 

Or if we change the figure, fatal ropesy 
That of Ambition hang the lofty hopes. 
Truths fliould be only fpoken of the Devil ; 
Tho' that's ungrateful too, and eke uncivil. 

" But haft not Thou (exclaims the man of fpleen) 
** Taken ftrange liberties with K— an4 Qzr^ 

" Laugh'd at Idolatry who bugs a throne V*^ 
Well ! grant my want of rtrv'rence for a Crown } 
Equal to him is Fortune's fmile and frown, 

Whofe modeft teeth can deign to pick a hone^ 

* This mfi afionifhing Charity foon Expired. The Chll4ren of Fa- 
mine poured in too plentifully up<»n the Royal munificchce ; which 
very foon rouft have reduced Majdfy to the Caiae moft pitiable £tua- 
tion ! 

I My 
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Myfajpom are the children (eafy creatures) 

Of Moderation ! boa(hthe Mothbr's features. 

And Motber'8 challe iimplicity, the dove; 
Can ileep upon the humble fod, and fwill. 
With great good glee, the valley's lucid rill. 

And batten on the berries of the grove. 

Look at yon groupe of fucking pigs— how Weft ? 
What makes them fo ?— clean ftraw to form a neft ! 

Sojlieht a thing their happinefs compofes ! 
What dialogue ! how arch they fquint about ! 
Now biiry their fw^t heads — now pull them w/. 

And toft the wifps fo white upon their nofes. 

Thefe pigs aire juft my paffions, that can draw 
Mirth and contentment from a fimple ftraw. 

Thy paffions are of lofty wing perchcmctj 
Pant for the ortolan and wines of France ; 

Unbleft, if vcfi^/on turn not on thy fpit ; 
Unbleft, if turtle fnooke not on thy board. 
Go then, and flatter Britain's mighty Lord^ 

Kneel to Di^ni>a9, and proftrate fall to Pitt» 



ODE TO THE ELEPHANT, 

Jufi arrived from Bengal, as a Prefentfrom the Nabo* 
rf Arcot /^Her Majesty. 

"pOOR fellow ! thou art come, but come in vain ; 
-*• And mayft as well, methinks, go back again ! 

Thy meat and pa(&ge give our Court the ipleen : 
Dear, very dear, is now all fort of meat ; 
And all fuch lucklefs prefents as can eat 

Have found no favour yet with K — or Qc— • 

Now hadft thou been a diamond (no bad fize,} 
Ox pearl, or ruby, how the royal eyes 

O 3 Had 
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Had idolizM tkee ! mhried to \hIMA ! 

Rather ^ ^»/l()r for a Wi^, I fear» 

Or pin^ Of pretty pendant for the cap- 
But then thou wouldft have been cut up 9aA f4^ 

Yes ! thou hadft then been welconae— bu^ alas ! 
Since nought but^<c^ and hlwd ! then munching grafS| 
And whait is mod: iafufferabley cwnn; 
Such fad expenfes iifcver can be bovna 

Of Windsor, Richmond, K^w, the helpld^ Po^B]^ 
Whofe plaints have made the Royal eyes rua o'er, 

Ltve on* their gracious bounty ev'ry day : 
For them their Graces ope their golden bags \ , 
To good wanft broad^pth change tbek diin^ nig% . 

And round their hovel caft a royal niy. 
Seek then thy glooms again, and dulky loves— 
The Great Mogul perhaps of £aKem groves. 

A crying fin, O Elephant, i^tbine— 

Tviyjiomach formed on fucb a monilrous fede I 

E'en Strclitz peftpU^ who in eating fiiine. 
Not quite like thee with heavy, loads ]?ega]k< 

Yet not to Strelitz be deny'd applaufe : 

Wide are their mouths, and fack-hke are their fnaws. 

Yet if refolv'd to live with Queens and Kings ; 
While meat and drink are fuch expenfiye thiogsi 
Full out thy flomac^, cut awav thy fnout. 
And Iry, poor fdlow, try to hve nmtheut^ 



THE 
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THE 

SORROWS OP SUNDAY^ . 
AN ELEGY, 

The intended Amihilation of Sunday^ s harmlefs AmufementSj 
by three or four moft oufrageoufly-zealous Mtmhers of Parr 
iiamenty gave birth to the following Elegy » The HitU is 
borrcnnedfrom a f mall Compojition^ entitled^ " 735^ T& aks 
rf Old May-Day," , 

Ti^ILD wa« the breath of Mom : the blufhing fky 
^^ Received thelufty Youth with §oldep,hair,. 
Rejoicing in his race, to run, to fly ; 
As ScRiPTUKE fays, " a Bridegropm debomiaijje i" 

When, full of fears, the decent Sunpa y rofe. 
And wander'd fad on Kenfington's fair green : 

Down in a chair fhe funk with all her woes, 
And touched, with tender fympathy, the fc^ae. 

^ O hard Sir Richaild Hill !^* exdaiin'd the Dame; 
" Sir William Dolben, cruel man!" quoth (he; 
** And Mister WiLJiBRFOiRCB, fbr&iame! for ihainer 
^ •* To fpoil my little weekly jubilee. 

•* Ah ! pleas'd am I the humble Folk to, view ; 

" Enjovixig harmlefs talk, and fportj ^d jeft; 
" Amid thefe walks their footfteps to purfue, 

" To fee them fmiUng, and fp trimly dreft. 

•* Since the Lord refted on t\itfeventh day^ 

" Whkh fhoweth that Omnipotence was tir^d ;, 

** A& Moses, in old times, was pleas'd to fay, 
*' (And Mos£9 was moft certamly infpir'd;) 

« Why 
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« WhyfliouldnotMan, too, reft?"— "No!" cries Sm 
Dick: 

*< At Brother. Rowland's let him knock bis knees, 
•* Pray, fweat, and groan; of this damn'd world be fick; 

" Of mangy morals crack the lice and fleas ; 

** Break Sin's vile bones — ^pull Satan by the nofe; 

** Scrub, with the foap and fand of Grace, the foul; 
** Give Unbelie!!', the wretch, a rats-bane dofe ; 

" And ftop, with malkins of rich Faith, each holes 

« Spit in foul Drunkenness's beaftly mug; 

•' Kill, with fharp prayers, each offspring of the 
" Devil; 
•* Give, to black Blasphemy, a Cornifli hug; 

" And box, with bats of Grace, the ea|-s of Evil*" 

Susan, the conftant flave to mop and broom ; 

And Marian, to the fpit's and kettle's art; 
Ah ! fhall not they defert the houfe's gloom. 

Breathe the freih air one moment, and look ixnarti 

Meet, in fome rural fcene, a Colin!s fmile; 

With lovc!s foft ftories wing the happy hour; 
Drop in his dear embraces from the ftyle. 

And dure his kifles in the Ihady bow!r .^i 

*'. No!" roars the Huntinooonian Priest — ^*« No, 
** no! 

" Lovers 2Xt liars — Love's a damned trade; 
** Kifling is damnable — to hell they go — 

" The Devil^s claws await the Rogue and Jade/ 

** Jlfy chapel is the purifying^ place : " 

** There let theni go to wafti their fips,away -^ 
Viere^ from my hand, to pVck the^crumb's.of Grace, 
*• Smite their poor finfiil craws, andhowl, and pray."— 

. ' . • • i 

How 
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THE SOR.ROW'S OF SUNDAY. * j^j 

How hard, the laboring iands no reft Ihould know. 
But toil J[x iiays beneath the galling load, 

Poor fouls ! and then, the /eventA be forc'd to go 
And box the Devil, in Blackfriars Road i* 

He av'n glorieth not in phizzes of difmay ; 

Heav'k takes no pleafure in perpetual fobbing, 
Confenting freely, that my fav'rite day 

May have her tea and rolls, and hob and nobbing. 

In footh, the Lor d is pleas'd, when Man is bleft j 

And wilheth not his blifles to blockade : 
'Gakift tea and coffee ne'er did he protefl, 

Enjoy'd, in gardens, by the men of trade, 

Sweet is White-Conduit House, and Bagnigge- 
Wells, 
Chalk Farm, where Primrose Hill puts forth 
her imile ; 
And Don Saltero's, where much wonder dwells^ 
Expelling Work-day's matrimonial bile. 

Life with the down of cygnets may be clad ! 

Ah ! why not make her path a pleafant track ? 
" No !" cries the Pulpit Terrorist, (how mad!) 

" No ! let the world be one huge hedgehog's back." 

Vice (did his rigid q^ummery fucceed) 
Too foon would fniile amid the /acred walls; 

Venus, in tabernacles make her bed ; * 

And Paphos find herfelf amid Saint Paul's^ 

Avaunt Hypocrisy, the fblemn jade, 
Who, wilful, into ditches leads the blind : 

Makes, of her canting art, a thriving trade, | 
And fattens on the follies of mankmd 1 

Look at Archbishops, Bishops, on a Fafl, ' 
Denying h<ickney -coachmen e*en their beer ; ^ 

Yet, lo ! their Butchers knock, with ^^ repaji; 
With turiotsj lo ! the Fishmongers appear I 

« Tl)«flitt«l Mr. Etirlaiid HiM'tCli^ 

The 
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The Potboys howl with porter for their bellies j 
The Bakers knock, with cuftards, tarts and pies; 

Confectioners, with rare ice creams and jellies ; 
The Fruiterer^ lo! with Hcheft pine fupplies! 

lj)/etretj thus, they eat, and booze, and nodj. 
In public^ cdl indulgence a d^miC devil; 

Order their fimple flocks to tjoalk with God^ 
And ridt them/ehei an airing with the DiviL 



FIK- 
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PINDARI ANA, 



OK 



PETER'S PORTFOLIO', 





CONTAINIKO 




TALE, 


ODE, 


«ONG, 


FABLE, ; 


ELEGY, 


PASTORAL, 


TRANSLATION, 


EPIGHAM, 


LETTERS. 



WITH EXTRACTS FROM 

TRAGEDY, COMEDY, OPERA, &c. 



'< Notk fatis ejl piAchra eje ^i««lki-— — '* HoR. 

To me a tuneful line k dear ; 

And yet it only wins the tar : 
Verfes fhould win the heart t9o-^ki» Jimt* : 

Such verfes fure fucce& command i 

The game is in the Poet's hand — 
Spadxllio, and Maiiillx«, Basto, Pvwt«^ 
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TO 

THE PUBLIC. 



'READER, 

PLEASANT and numerous are the volumes in ^mar 
viz. Scaligeriana^ Thuana^ Huetiana^ Menagiana^ 
'CkcBvreana^ Carpenterianay - &c. to whichr I have added, 
for'tbine aniufement, Pindariana, May the fpirits of 
Chaucer, of Shakefpeare, of Cervantes, of Rabelais, of 
Sterne, of^Fontaine, of TibuUus, of Horace, of Martial, 
of Theocritus, and my great old Coufin df Thebes, have 
•entered my Portfolio, and anihiated rtiy leaves ! 

Atf ! ' may no eye Urastdim upon ' fihV page ; 

The lid, all heavy-laden, d\jlly ciofing; 
The drooping head, as though from palfied age, 

Reclining lumpifh ion the breaft^ and dozing?, 
While from th' ungfafpifag hand, tremendoita. found; 
The poor forgotten volume greets the grQi|i)4l 

May no faiftidious Critic be able to. fiy of my lucubra* 
dons what the blafpheming Dr. Johnfon, with his oracu- ' 
lar and growling pompofity, aflerted of the fubllmc 
Offian— ** that as good a thing might be written by many 
^* men, 'many women, and many children ! " 

Griev'd iho^ild I be, could my poetic ipawn 
Produce one melancholy,, damning yawn. 

O let me feel the Mufe's warmth divine ! 
Perdition feize a Soporific tine ! 
Vol. III. P j^^»^ 
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Ne'er may the leaden lumber load my brain ! 
A vaunt the fleepy verfe ! confound the fong 
That dragging, heavy, fnail-like, crawls along! 

OfiLiviON, bid thy mud o'erwhelm the ftrain ! 

I hate it, as old Snuffle I abhor; 

The Parfon who, with one unvarying tone, 
Sets all the jaded audience iti a fnore-=- 

Such the ftrbng opiate ofliis drowfy drone, , 

Nor, O ye Powr*s of Poesy, be mine 

The roaring, bluft'ring, mad, and bullying line, 

As though the Mufes all were lying-in 
Of fome wild Caiibanijh^ mountain formt 
An -earthquake,- or Volcano, or a ftorm, 
-So Ikugfttheibund,' fo horrible the din. 

Nor let me prove fo pompoufly obfcure— 
A-rnode of writing I deleft, Hbjurc ; ' 

\ With ftifF iftverfiom the poor fenfe to fkreen 
Froni ev'ry aching brain^ and poring eye. 
And in a r^ge to make the rdadet cry^ * 

" Why, what the devil can the booby mean ? 
*' Thus^ too, with epithfel:s to canii^rfSde us, ' 
« As if the beaft were ^oocA^^^'Oradus r*^ 

.r , ■ ' »■f^>f't . - '■ • 

Let me not acft the goofe, fcreaming and waddling, 
Poking his (illy h^, in mudpools paddling ; 

No ! — with a lofty pinion let me rife ; ' 
Face with an eagle wing the folar beam, 
Drmk with undazzledrgaze th' effulgent- ftream, 

. And with the rufli of whirlwinds^ feM^p the ^ies ; 
Thence, in an inftant be thehumbte Wren, 
^ Tjwitt'ripgJais love-notesfTrectto^Miftrefs Hen, 

O Versatility, I hold thee dear! 

'The Proteus power "l>e^mine, tp take each fhapej 
Skip like a Will-o'-whifp-^be here, be ther6^— • ^ • 

Now the grave morahft, and now an ape* ^ 

'-■ ''-' ' ■ ■' ' • ' . Now 
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Now roar the favagc of the Lybian (Iiade, ► 
Where Horror liltens to the fiirieking ghoft ; 

Now Pompey.m Bpxinda's bofom laid, . 
Or whining, pawing for a. piece of toaft. 

Now roll the Ti'JfoNARCH of tHe ftormy Deep, 

The floundering terror of the finny race; 
Now the flim eel, of ponds (o kicid, creep ; 

Now. leap a falmon, and now glide a plaice. 

THrice h^ppy change of foul-delighting fong f 
l^is were my talent, bleft would Peter be f 

But who, alas * is thus divinely ftrong ? 

Shak£sf£a&e^ that envied pow'r I mark in thev. . 

Let me inform thee, Reader, that, not o^d^^ will be 

^ obferyed with refpeA to the various pjeces. Thou wilt 

receive them as they leap from the Portfolio; (o th^ 

there will fubiift as' little connexion between one and 

another, as between Lady Mary and the Graces, 

Lord Th w s^nd the Lqrp's Prayer, Signor 

Marcbesi and Creation, Sir Joseph Banks and 
Phii^qsofhy,. SiR.WtiLiAM Hami,lxon and. the /Se- 
crets of Mount Vesuvius, Judge K. and a whoh 
Bottle of PorV, Judge B.anUREPRiifiVE;' • 

Various will: be the fubjefts of the Mass. Ode, 
Elegy, Fable, Talc, Ballad, Epigranv &c. a.Verfion, 
at times, of parts of the venerable Cla&cs, whosfe ibint 
bas been but feebly trahsfiifed through oiir modern Ian-* 
guages, will be given ; 

xWhofe oaks fo lofty, (what abomination \) 

Are chang'd to paltry ^roomfiickfi by TRANStATioN : 

Their pyramids, a little village fpire.; . . .. 
Their (kies, bjuep^per; their ear-rending thunder. 
With lightnings darting danger, blazing wpnder, 

A poor coal coffin bouncing from the fire ; 
Their cities, emmets nef!s — a fpider*s hole ! 
Their mountains, what ?— the manlion of the mole. 

Pa. Toe^ 
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Too oft the rofes of th' Athenian vafc 

Refign their bluihes for a deadly pale;. 

An Attic fun converted in a trice 

To a dull torpid cake of ftiiv'ring ice h 

A rilUheir oceans that no longer roar^; 

Their ftorms, a wind's fmall whiftk through a door- j 

The funpclad eagle, a weak flinkVing bat; 

And Afric's royal brute, a fqueaking rat. 

The TsNDER Passion will make a prominent figure- 
on the canvafs ; and why not, as it is one of the moit 
prominent features of Nature ? Who is there that has 
not facrificed to the amorous Goddess ? 

When dew-clad E v e n i n g's raodefl blufhcs fede> 
And Nature finks amid the dcep'ning fhade. 

And Lasovr paufes on the fainting light ; 
When beetles hum, and bats in circles /kirn. 
When hills and hamlets, trees and towVs, grow dim^ 
And Silence ftcals upon the gloom <rf night ; 
With joy I tread the fecret grove, 
To meet the idol Of my lovc^ 

What a monfier, who never feif the Soitt Em otioii t 

Ah \ whepce art Thou, of wealth the flave.^ ' 
Go, feek the haunted gloom, the grave ; 

Whofe eye, on Money taught to roll^ 

Admits not Beauty to the foul: 
Fly thou the day, who fcorn'ft the Fair^ 
For thou wert born an imp of Care. 

But who art Thou, with anxious eye> 
With panting hope, and mehfng figh, 

Who biddeu tempting gold deps^rt, 

And only woo*ft the Virgin's ieart ? 
Go twgu where Beauty holds her throne; 
For blifs was foi^m'd for tliee alone. 

Next to the Contemner of the charming Sex, is the 
Savage who abufes it. Poor Marian!, fweet is thy 
fpng of forrow I 

MARIANU 
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MARIAN'S COMPLAINT. 

$INCE truth has left the fhepherd's tongue. 
Adieu the xheerful pipe and fong ; 
Adieu the dance at clofing day, 
Aiid, ah ! the happy morn of May. 
I. 

How oft he told ine.I. was fair,. 
And wove th€ garland for fny hair !' 
. How oft for Marian cuU'd the bow'r^ 
And filPd my lap with cv'Jry flow'r t 

JNo more his gifts of guile PlI wear, 
But from my brow the ch^plet tear ; 
The crook he^ye in pie^e^ breaks, 
And rend his ribbons frota my neck,. 

How oft he ydw'd a conftant flatiie, 
And carv*d on ev*ry oak my nam'e.F 

^ 31uni, Col IK, that the woi^^^i/ /r^tf . 

^ Is all that will remember me. 

Rich fragments of the TRAcrc and Comic Mu^k, 
Bot forgetting the Muse of Ballad, j^cleft Opera^ 
will occafionally pour their corufcations through the 
word. — Moreover will I prcfent thee with delicious fcraps 
j of Criticifm : thou fhak likewife have Apophthegms— 

[ fo that a part of my labours may with propriety be bap- 

tifcd the Wisdom of Peters The Wifdom of Solomott 
is well known. Plato and Xenophon, the two famous 
difciples of Socrates, gathered the good things of their 
fublime mafter, keying every fentence that dropt from- 
his mouth a gem of ineftimable value. Pythagoras ut- 
tered fage maxims for the benefi of pofterity. ^ Nor did 
the good Marcus Aurelius think it beneath his dignity t<y 
ttim collc^r. The Eaftern hemifphere glitters witb 
agophthqgmatic conftellations ; and now behold a Bard* 
rdblved to add a flar to that of the Weft I 

^ Reader, thou (hair have »f(?rtf than all this. Thou (halt 

' fce prefcnted with fome <tf the Travetioi the Bard, who^ 

Vy like^ 
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like the Heko of the Odyfley, mores homtnum muttorttm^ 
vidit et urhes. But- expert no wonders, as I am neither a. 
, Mandevillb, aPsALMANAZAR, nor an Abyssini Aif 
Bruce. Unfortunately I have met with no " Antkropo^ 
fhagi^ and men whofe heads do grow heneath their ihoul<- 
ders." 

How many Numbers. I (hall offer thee, is a myftery 
evei» to w^^.—Should we not be eaten up by the threat- 
ening and hungry Sans-culottes ; by t£e bleffing of! 
Appi,Lo and the Nh/e Ladies, a handfome volume or 
two may be produced ; and to give thee my fentiment oa 
the Sans^cukttei fut^eft^ I really think we fhall not be- 
devoured. 

Howl thy felf hoarfe, wild W a r— of this feir lis le- 
The happy natives fhall for ever fmilc, 

WhHe by. thy rage the kingdoms bleed around.; 
Safe as the chirping birds amid the Oak, 
That bids defiance to the tempeft's ftroke, 

And keeps with ftern fublimity hig ground. 

Aouui 



PINDA- 
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PINDARIANA. 



PROLOGUE. 



TO THE CRITICS. 

XTOW Winter gathers all his glooms, 
And feintly Sol. the world iUumes; 

Weak wand*rcr, f&irting pale the fouthern (ky^ 
Yet fquinting on the old blue road;. 
In fummer with inch fplendor trod, 

Now far, alas ! above his wat'ry eye. 

Weill juft as Winter comes, Co drear. 
Behold the Ma n of R h t m e s appear ! * 

Much like the woodcock — bird too often bit ; 
When out are dogs, and (bortfmen dire^ 
To try to fit him for the fire ; 

Doomed foonto turn, poor fellow, on the fpit !' 

to ! from his fhelt'ring fhade he vainly fprings !^ 
With bleeding breafl, crufh'd legs, and broken wings,. 
And fcatter'd plumes a cloudy and hanging head, 
Down falls the emigrant^ a lump of lead;, 
Soon ieized by Trjiy, expe^ng mu^ applaufe, , 
Who, wriggling, brings thcpris'ner in his jaws. 

Thus may it moft unfortunately be, 

Moil venerable Gjl£.yb£a&ds, with poor Mr ! 



Coa^ 
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I^f PiUDXHIAlTA. 

CondemtiM, for want of poetry and wit, 

To turn, perchaunce^ upon your piercing fpit £ 

Yet, Sirs, I thanJc you for all favours pafi r 
Hoping, moreover, they won't be the lafi r 
And, Sirs, whatever fate you may allot me. 
Thanks, thanks, tliat kit^erto you have not ihot mc; 



, So much to the /r^^fl/ Critics J what ihall I fay to 
likt illiberal f 

Rake^ if you pleafe, the kennel of your brains,. 
And pour forth all the loaded head contains ; 

I (hall not fuffer by it, I am fure ; — 
Nay, my poetic plants will better thrive ; 
Exalt their heads and fmile— be all alive j. 

As mud is very excellent manure. 

Brother Authors, attend unto the wifdom of Peter. 
Are the cries of ^he malevolent and envious dgainft youf 
Be filent, and let your works %h^ their own battle- 
Are they good for nothing ? Let them die.— Poflefs they 
merit ? They need not be afraid;. — Bid your minds thea 
lit calmly on their thrones, amidft the hurlyburly of cri- 
tical attacks. 

Goy take a leflbn from the gloriods Sun,: 
Who, when the elements together run 

In wild confufion — earth and wind and water,- 
Looks on the turpujt down without difmay^ 
Nay, bright and fmiling — feemirig thiis to fty, ^ 

•* Lord! bufiiirig Gentlefolk, pray what'sthe matter?" 



HYMt* 



yGoogk 
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HYMN 



G U I L I O T I N Ei 



TNAUGHTER of LtBERry, whofe knifed 
•*^ So bufy chops the threads of life, 

And frees from cumb'rous clay the fpurit; 
Ahf why alone fhall Gallia- feel 
The beauties of thy pond'rous fteel ? '' 

Why muft not Bmx a i n mark thy merit .^ 

Hark ! 'tis the dungeon's groaal hear ;. 
Andip! a fqualid band appear. 

With fallow cheek and hollow eye ! 
UnwiUing, lo ! the neck they, bend ; 
Yet, through thy po w'lr, their terrors end. 

And with their AcaJs the Sorrows fly ! 
let us vicMf thy lofty grace;— 
To Britons. ftiGW thyblufhing fece, 

Andrblefs Rebellion's life-tir'd train *.-— 
Toy to my foul ! fhe's on her way, 
Ltd by her dearefl irit nds. Dismay, 

Deai^h, and the Devil, and Tom Paine ! 



Be deaf O Man to the infinuations of Pride. It is the 
poifonous we«^ of the heart, that fuffers not a flower of 
beauty or fragrance to bloom near it. 

Boaft not the antiquity of thy line; for, to thy mor- 
tification be it known, that the Family of Hoc^was 
created before thee. 

What 
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What can the wi/r^ boaft ? alas, how little f 
Then, Pride, be fparing of thy faucy fpittlc j 

Nay, do not fquirt it in the hunthlefi face r 
The wheel of Fortune is for ever turning ; 
Joy's birthday fuit may foon be changed to fnournin^ ; 

NiM&oDS become the i;jV72W of thechace. 

Yes, Pride, I hate thee — canker of our nature I 
Why look contem]:)tttous on a fellow -creature, 

Becaufe it is a monkey or a pig } 
They too have qualities^ or I'm miftaken r 
What man excels a hog in making bacon I 

What mortals, like a monkey „ dance a jig ^ 

What man, frohfi bough to bough, like Jacko fprings? 
Ingenious rogue ! who twids his tail, and fwings ? 

Dare we defpifc, fiecauft they cannot preachy 
Forfooth, ungifted with the ppw'rs of fpeech ? 

That were a joke indeed to make a fong ; 
Ah me \ what numbers of the human race 
Moft fortunately had efcapfd dif^race, ... 

Had Hb AV^M forgot to ^ve their mouths a tongue t 

In vain I preach— >Pridb laughs at alt I fay ^ 
Refolv'di the fool^ to keep her di/iant w^jf. 



THE PROUI> OLD MAID. 

ill WINKING, hobbling, crabbed, proud Old Bfeirfr 

Whofe charms had felt a heavy cannonade 

Frpm Time's ftrong batt'ry, — to whofe lofty uofe 

A rotten reputation was a rofe, . 

Liv'd in a country town — there fpit her fpite. 

And dwelt on Scandal's ftories with ddight. 



FsQud 
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Proud of her name (though poor) inde^4 ^as sn^ ; , 
* la genealogies, an epicure ; . - 

Knew, to a hair, each perfon's pedigree, 
From that of fplendpur to the moft obfcure. 

Madam Georctna Howard was her name; 
An appellation always carrying fame, 

As ev'ry Howard kins with Norfolk's Dukb ; 
Moreover, ev'ry Campbell of our Me, 
Cobbler, or chimney- fweeper, claims Ar gyle ; 

And<ri<?toQuEENss*Rvdoth.a Douglas look; 

Boafting a certain portion of that blood. 
Not to be walh'd away by Noah's flood. 

Cousin of Norfolk would flie often name. 
When Conversation a&'d for no fuch kin; 

Cousin of Norfolk then untimety C3xt\t \ 
Nay, by the Jiead andjboutders was lugg'd in. 

This Ladt, on a certain darkfome night. 
From cards returning by a lantern's light ; 

The lantern bv herlervant Betty held. 
Who walked berere this Dame, \o fliew the way; 
Wlien thus it happen 'd,y2fc//j; let me fay, 

Such is th* unhappinefs of blinking Eld- — 

A^her two eyes fo dim could only Jt or e^ 
And therefore wanted cleaning and repair ; 
Againftyo«<? head, ' her poking head fhe popp'd— 
Bafti'd withconfufion, fuddenly (he ftopp*d. 
Drew back, and bent for hnce her ruftj knee— 
^* i beg your pardon, 'Sir,'' faid'flie, 

Then follow'd Miftrefs Betty.— « Blefsus^ Bet, 
*' Tell me, who was-the Gentleman I met ; 

** Whofefiace I bouncM fo hard againft with mine ?" 
Bet could not for her foul the laugh relift — 
" A Gentleman /-r-a Jcick-'afs^ Ma'am, you kifs'd ; 

" I hope you found Jack's kifTes very fine." 

4 . "An 
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" An Afs /" with anger fwclling, fcreech'd the Dame— 
" An ^/— Lord ! Betty, I fliall die with JJ/i«d / 
** Give me r knife — rtl fpoil the rafcal's note ; 
** Give me a knife — Pll run and cut his throat. 
** BettV, don't fay a word on't— that, alas ! 
** I curtfied, and afk'd pardon of an AfsT' 



r /»» 



ff 



EARLY PROPENSltlES, 

row early Gbnivs fhews itfetf at times! 
'■ Thus Pope, the pride of Poets, llfp^dm rhymes n 
And/^«j the great Sir Joseph* {ftrange toutterJ 
To whom each infeft-eater is a fool) 
2)/W, when a very little boy at fchool, 

Munch Jpiders fpread upon his bread and butter ! 



INVITATION 

TO 

CYNTHIj^. 

I^OME, Cynthia^ to thy fhepherd's vale, 
^ Though tyrant Winter fliade the fccne ; 
The leaflcfs grove has felt his gale, 
And ev'ry warbler mourns his reign. 

Yet, what to me the howling wind ? 

Thy voice the linnet*sibng fupplies* 
Or what the cloud to me^ who find 

Eternal funlhine in thy eyes ? . 

* Sir Jofeph Banks, the Prefident of the Royal Society, who h« 
•ften declared this raire fad of himfclf^ and who is fo improved in poiw^ 
«s to be able Co devour an aUigatwr, 

KISSES. 
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yi,NDAlLlAKA. l6l 



KISSES. 

Sawjer. T\EAR Susa-k, one kind kifi'befiwe we 
^ part. 

Sttfan. Not the thoufandth part ef one, Mr. LiCii' 
^tenant, I aifure you. Keep your diftance, pray, kind Sir, 
Kifles^ndeed ! I wonder what fool firft invented the noa- 
fcnfe! 

Hawfir. Nonfenfc!— ^^7^, Sufim ! T^ptittc» Kufitt! 



SONG. 

When we dwell onthe Hps of -the lafs we adore, 

Not a pleafure in nature is miffing ; 
IVIay hisloul be in Hcav'n, hQ defcrv'd it, I'm iiirc^ 

Who was the firff Inventor of kiffing. 

Mailer. Ad^m, I verily thinH) was the man, 

Whofe difcov'ry will neV be furpaft ; 
Welly -fince tl^ fwectgame with creatiim began, 

To the endrftht worUm&y it lafl ! 

[Catcies &m:KV^ ^ iijis ier^ 



I DO not love n ^at— his difpofition is mean and fuf* 
piciou$. A fnendlhip of years is <!anceUed in a mo* 
^meut by anaodklentai ti«ad on Us tsdl or foot. He ui<% 
ihuitly fpits, raifes his rump, i^rls his tail of maHgnky^ 
and fiiuns you i turning back, as he goes off, a flaring 
viiidi^ve fece, firll -of horrid oaths, and unforgivenefc ; 
iibeming to fay, ** Perdition catch you !— I hate you for 
^v«r.'» ' But the dog istny delight; — toad on iu tail or 
Vol. l|t Q^ foot 
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foot, he exprefles, for a moment, the uneafinefs of 
his feelings ; but in a moment the complaint is ended. 
He runs around you; jumps iip againft you; fecms 
to declare his forrow for complaining, as it was not 
intentienaUy 'dQoe, ;iay, to make himfelf the ag- 
^^ffor ; and begs, by whinings and Eckitigs, that 
Mailer will think of it no more. Many a time, when 
Raf^ri wifhing for a little fport, has run to the gun, 
tsatlt to it, thea wfiggHiig his t^il, and, with eyes full 
of the moft exprefiive ^re, lesu)ed u{>agaiDft me, whining 
and begging.' have I, againft my inclination, indulged 
bim with a Icamper through the woods or in a field : for 
irfktij a tutit he lias lelt a warm i^ft, among the fiiows of 
winter, to ftart pleafune for me. Thus is there a moral 
obligation .betweien a Man and a Dog. 



TITB 

' OLD SHEtHEllTrs Doa 

THE old Shepherd's Dog, Bkb U9 ttiailer, WMgtey t 
His teeth all depatted, and <feet)le His fbn^; 

Yet where'er Corik iwtfnt, tie -was ibitow'tf by 'TVay: 
Thus happy through fife did they hobble itkmg. 

When, fetigtt'd, on «he grafs the Shepherd would lic^ 
For a nap in the fun — 'midft his (lumbers fo fweet, 

His faithful companion cr^wl'd conflantly nigh, 
Plac'd his heaa on his lap, or lay down at liis feet. 

When WiHTBji was heard on die US aod the jptaia. 
And tdrraoit defi^ettded, -aftd ookl wai the wini^ 

If OoftiN went ibrA ^midil the trmpercs Afltd rm, 
Tray fcortiM to be ielt,«n the chmmey behioL 

At kngdi in the fbaw tray made hts hA bed; 

Tor vain, againfl death,' is the flouteft emjcaroui^- 
To Hck CoAiii*s hand he tcar'd up his- weak head, ' 
Then fell l>ack, clos'd his eytsj and, ah! cbs'd tlicm 
forever, 

J^^ot 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Not long after Tray (JJd the Siicpherd remain, 

Who oft o'er his grave with true favraiw would bend ; 

And, when dying, thus feebly was heard the poor fwafa^ 
^ O bury me, neighbours^ be£ide my old Fdend I'* 



^g-OTWITHSTANDING the general contempt of 
"^"^ poor Sternhold and Hopj^ins, oi pfalm-eudHing' 
memory^ I do not deem, them beneath the dignity 6i fome 
imitation. I fear that too many a Poet of the prefent day 
is afFefted (if I niay coin the expreiEon) with a Phitfi^ 
phobia^ or a dread of nature and fimplicity ; and, if I 
may judge from the difficulty of comprehendin|; their 
meanings they fency Obscurity to be the genuine pa-i- 
rent >of the Sublime. In the following Ballad I have 
endeavoured to (leer between the /wo, aiTuming a little 
liberty with hiftoricat truth refpe<fling Jsnny and the 
celebrated Auld Robin; 

JENNY'S CaMPLAlNT;. 

THE night was (fill and full of fear, , 

And afi the world feem'd dead ; 
When pond'ring on\poor Robin Grayy 

I went with ^ghs to bed. * 

There, wWlc my heart did heave with grie^ 

The moon, that wanderer pale, 
III at my window peep'd and fhin'd 

So funt agdnil the wall. 

I clos'd my eve in vain to fleep^ 

And figh'd, « Ah \ well-a-day t'* 
For then I dwelt on m^ dear love. 

My buried. Robin Gray. 
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x€4 MNDAKIAITA. 

As on my arm I lean'd my bead. 

All dreary and forlorn. 
My hair did drink the briny tears - ' 

That down ray cheek did mourn* 

Sudden a cloud, like ink fo black. 

The moon's pale face o'ercaft f 
The window (hook, and horror howl'd. 

Amid the hollow blaft. 

The oaks that proudly look'd on high, 

Their lofty heads bent low, 
And midft their mighty branches, roar'd^ 

As if they fcora'd to bow. 

But, like a giant in his courfe, 
The ftorm went rufhing on, ' 

, Scattering their limbs and leaves fo thick,. 
As heedlefs what was done. 

Now thunder from the black clotid broke, ' 

And terrified the night. 
And liehtnings, with a dangerous blaze. 

Made all the darknefs bright. 

But my ptoor bleeding heart forlorn 

Did fink with no difmay, 
Since often it had wifh'd to die 

For dear auld Robin Gray. 

Now did a fpe6lre form appear. 

All aged, pale, and wan ; 
And, by his vifage, I could fpy 

He was my lafi auld Man. 

Now on my bed- fide did he fit, 

As harmlefs as a dove; 
And though he had two hollow eycs> 

They looked with tend*refl love. 

Forth 
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Fordi fnnii their fockeo ^len did nillk 

Full maay a drop of woe : 
So from the cave or ragged rock^ ^ 

Tfhc pearly waters flow. 

** Ticfu !'* I cry'd, andHretchVi my amf 

To clafp him round Ae waift ; 
But nought of )us poor ^se6tre drear 

My longing arms embraced. 

•< Oh ! Jenny (tken he &id) In vidn 

** Thy arms would ckfp me in ; 
« For Spirits, focb as thoii behold^ft^ 

^ Have neither bones- nor HaaJ* 

FttH on his vi&ge did I ga^ 

All hurried with Airprifef 
And, eager to detour eacK look, 

My foul mih'd through eny eyts. 

Nowdidlftrivetocatc^hishanil^ _ 

That prefs'd fooften fnine ; 
But 'twas 11^ vain-*^'twas nou^t bat idrf 

Which made my heart tfo ^ine. 

And yet his hands lb ftrivelTd were^% ' 

As made of fleih and blood : 
But God knows beft what ^voidd he don j^ 

And God is very good. > 

^ And art thou happy, then,'' I tfy'd; 

•* In tius thy preicnt flate ?" 
He fmil'd like Angels then, and faid^- -^ 

^ God well ham chang'd my late. 

** Let Innocenee, O Tane, be tHne,. . ** 

^ And peace ihall dwell with thee ;* 
« And when juft Heaven (hall call thee heWK, -^ 

^ With Robin thou HKdt be.'* ' -- * • 
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l66 fIRDA&IANA. 

With that he lobkM a fweet fanwell, 

And rais'd each wetted eye j 
Then glid^ off, and» as he went, 

I h^rd the kindeft figh. 

•* Adieu !" Icjry'd, half choak'd with grief, 

** Soul of my foul, adieu ! 
^ My bofom tl^obs to leave this world, 

** And thy dear flight purfu^ 

^ But Robin, Robin, Aay a while ; 

*« Ah ! ftay a while," J faid— 
** As Jemmy is come home from fta, 

" May I with Jcmraxy wedr'* 

But Robin anfwer'd not ^ worc^ . , 

But oiF his ghoft did go; 
Which made me wonder — but perhaps- - , 

His ghoft had aufwer'd, « No/' 

Auld Robin's kindnefles to me^ 

Whilft we in love did live, 
Deferve more^^tf^Mix irpm. thefe /ad eyes,,. 

Than they have iff ops to»give.. ■ . ^,, .; 

The erenmg that he fought his giia ve i 
Did wear a difmal gipom : . \ , -. 

And all who did the burying fee^. 
With eyes fo red went hpme,. - 

The honeft tribute, of their tears, . ^ 

I thought was fweeteft fame; 
Apd when I die, Qpd grant my bier . 

Be fprinkled with'tb^ fame !. . . ^ , ,. v.- ,• . 

The harmle& children, too, m bsnds^ . ,. 

Did pour their little fighs, 
^A&d oa the coffin near the goive 

They ifarain'd their wat'ry eyes* ., . 



And 
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Andi wbcn into the earth below 

His corpfe at length was giv'n^ 
They look'd towan^ each other's eyes^ 

And figh'd, "He's gone to Heaven." 

Then on his,grave-they fat them down^ i 

And.lifpM his name with praife^ 

Tillall the little wights did wifh. 
To be axild Robin Grays,. 



o D e: 



ROYS AND girls: 

T OVE is a pretty paflion, to be fure ; . ' * 

-^-^ And lon£, fay I^ indeed, may Love endure I' 
Yetnow and then to Pruo£|ic£ fiiould it look: — 
Yes, takea.Iittle leaf from~Wi«DOMis book* 

Our boySf alas ! begin too (boil to figh, 
Mourn the pierc'd heart, and lay them down to die;.; 
Jiift like expii;njg^f<E^aif ,: with tui^ul l^ieith>^ ) 
Sweet rhyming in the agonies of death. 

Too foon the girls abiifeof'pens the.nib, 
And pour their little grdaning fo^ls on paper": 

Love ihould not come tilf Time removes the bib ; . 
Miflcs fhoutd learn to walk beforethey caprr. * 

Lo V E, though if dtals in fmtts\ has xnany/ours .v i 

It does not always fiimiih happy hours. 
Putting us oft in difmal fituatmns 5 

The noveltv fets people's fouls a longing— 

What thbufends to «ie1r ruin thtis w tl6x)ngiiig J ' ^ 
Ittdecd wcfce tbaeevilkj^^jf i^tteifiri. *- - i '" 

^ If€«r 
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l6t mmKWLTAtfM*' ^ 

I fear Lotb does at timer a deal of harm r 

It keeps the world alire, it is confe&'d ; 
So far, indeed, I Uke the pleating, charm— » 

Yet, yet, through Love, what thoufands are dtftreis'dr 

• Give me," exclaims the Yout», •* but heav'niy kiffingr 
^ And, lo ! I feek nought elfe— for nought is mif&ng : 

•• Let me for ever dwell on Crloe's lip; 
^ On Chlob's bofom let me only lie ; 
•* The^ pour in fweeteft ecftafy the fighj 

^ And, like the bee, the honey 'd treafure fip. 
^ I heed not fragrant wines, nor flefh, nor fi(h I 
^ Chlob is all I want, and ail I wiih >" 

And thus again the raptur'd Nymph exclaims, 
^ Sweet areof Lovb the fighs, and dear the flames ! 
*^ Lovb fmiles away the dark'hing cloads of life : 
** Lovb feels no raips, nor ftorms, nor pinching cold: 
^ Lovb wants not fire nor oandle, meat, clothes, gold : 
. ^ Ahh Uifr is centqr^'d in that one word-— ^rJ' 



OWL AHD PARROT- 

AN Owl felldefp'iatdy in kvc^ poor foul ! 
Sighing and luK>tin^ inifais lonely hol£^-» 
A Parbot, the dear obje6l of his wnbes. 
Who in her c^e enjoy'd the bave^ and JSihes^,, 
In fhort, had ail ihe wanted — ^meat and drink,, 
Wafiiing and lDdgiii^«-«luU cimpI^ I^ ihifl^, 

'Sqttire Owl moft muilcally tells his tale ; 
His oatha, his fqueezes, kifles, figh^- prev^ : 
PoLLcannotbear, poor heart, to hear him gricyrj 
So opes hct cage^ Widvwt a *^ fyj^tar. bfiwc i\ 
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Arc married, go to bed with raptured faces> 
Rich word^, aad ib forth — ^ufual in fuch cafes. 

A day or two pafs'd amoroufly fweet ; 
Love, kiffin^ cooing, billing, all their meat : 

At length they both felt hungry—*** What's for dinner } 
•* Pray what have we to eat, my dear?" quoth Poll.— 
** Nothing ! by all my wiftiom/' anfwer'd Owl j 

" I never thought of that, as I'm a IS oner ; 

•* But, Poll, on fomething T fhall put my pats— 
- «* What fay'ft thou, Deary, to a dilh of rats?'^ 

** RatT, Mister Owl ! d*ye think that 111 eat rats' f 
*^ Eat them yourfelf, or give them to the cats," 

Whines tne poor bride, now burflihg^ into tears.—' 
•* Well, Polly, would y ou' rather dine on ww^/^^ 
•* I'll catch a few, if any in the houfe ; 

" Thou fhalt not ftarve, Love, fo difpel thy fears.**^ 

•* 1 won*t cat rats — T won't eat mice— I wori^l t 
** Don't tell me of fueh dirty vermin— don't : 

** O that within my cage I had but tarried 1" 
" Polly,** quoth Owl, " I'm forry, I declare, 
** So delicate, you rdiih not our fare — 

** You fhould have though|:.of that before you marriedJ^ 

This ikble aptly alfo will apply 

To Frehchmen — Sam-cuknes-mcn — Ah! how f why 1^ 

The French are changefulfellows, aU miift grant; 

Canieleons — but, ah' changing for the worfcL 
Poor ignorants, fcarce knowing what they want j, 

Bart'ring too often bkHings for a curfe. 

All good, ia one word. No ve.lt y, thej^ fee ! 

So ftrong within them is of chan&e the leaven : 
A Frenchman*s flutt'ring foul would feel <?«»«/, 

E'en midft the bleffed conftancy oi.HeavU I 



A» 
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* AN ' 

ANACREONTIC 



TO A KISS. 

OOFT chad of Love— thou balmy bHf% 
•^ Inform mc, O delicious Krs«y 
Why thou (o fuddcnlv art gone ? 
Loil ia the moxncot thou art won f 

Yet go— for wherefore fhoxJd I'iigb i 
Oa Dbiia's lits with rapturM eye» 
On DuLiA*8 blulhing Hp I fte 
A thouiknd full «i iwe^st m ii$€* 



A 

PANEGYRIC ON TEA^ 

fy KIEN LONG. 
Written In his Tenr» during a hunting Excurftoni near Moukdeai 

n/fE UHOA chi poll yen 
'^^^ Fo-tkeauhxangifithit^ 
Sotmg'cke oueifang m; 
San pin tchou tfing kuL 
Pongy tchi kio tang^ 
Ou tchi tcheng koang hiut^ 
JfAuo hew fieu yu kti^ 
Jhgymy ckcng mii^ 



Yu{ 
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Yui Kgwtou ftjunj9u^ 
Tan lott ty fchan yti^ ^ 

On yam khtg lai ftm 
Ko ouj fou h> chiiUn 
FimffU tetm Ufy 
Ho hyuk iMHg uh 
Ou-tfuenjf ko tfan 
Lin-fou chmig cki plL 
Lan ku, Tchao'tcheon ^^«K 
Po fiao Yv-tchouan kiu 
Han fiao tingfngirtu 
Kou yui ion htuin tfinL 
Joan poo tcken hi yu 
" Tfiao kingfing ou kiL 
Kicn-long ping-yn n 

Siai tchun ym 7^. 



TRANSLATION 

.0? THE r^lEetDINO 

IMPERIAL PANEGYRIC ON TEA. 

^HE ftjw'f MM is not fo bright, 
-■^ And yet it gives the eye delight ; 

It likeWife hdd a channmg (mdl : 
The pines, too, arc a pretty /ruit, 
That much indeed my palate fiiit. 

And much in. flavour, too, excel. 

' <jrtt an old kettle, if you pleafe, 
For fuch a thing is found wi& eafe, 

That has tht^ legs-^and th«rtjbfie fho^s 
Its ancient fervices ;— then fill 
With water, and whatS bell, f he ri?!, 
The lucid rill, 'from melted feows. 

4 Heat 

/ 
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ty% PIlTDAllAdfA* 

Heat tri tins kettle^ to yoUr wifh. 

The wnter fit to bojii a fifi^ | 

Or turn the blackeft lobfter red ; | 

Pour then the water' on the tea, i 

Then drink it, and 'twill drive, d'ye fee, j 

All the blut devils from your heacL 

Far from the toil of ftate affairg | 

I ileal away to drown my cares, 

For which I take of tea a cup ; 
And then I fnap the rich Focht^ 
, Fine to the tafte, and to the view ; 

And then again the tea I fup. 

Now on the rare Mehi I gaze ; 
Now of the ancients, with amaze, 

I think — and alfo with delight ; 
And now upon the great Ots£^n:, 
The bed and frugalift of men. 

Who liv'd on pine from mom to niglit. 

With envy 'on this mighty man I thmk! 

And then I drink : 
Then I crack nuts, and eat the kernels too ; 
Then ihink on that great gard'ner, great Li Nf ou« 

When, lol I pafs from great Linfou 

To that great rrince, ydept TtHAo-TCHEou^— 

Then upon You-tchouak I ponder: 

Thus do I fit, and eat, and drink, and wonder. 

The/r/, my fancy plainly fees 
Surrounded by all forts of trees i 

Now tailing M;j rich fruit, now that fo fine; 
I mark Xh&fecMd quaffing the fich w^ter ; ' 
But, knowing very little of the matter. 

Thank H^'a his vul^ tai&e was never mine* 

I hear, I hear' the evening drum, 
Soundbg abud, « Go to bed, Tom !" 

Good 
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Plt^DARlAKA. iJJ 

Good me I how plcafant is the ftarry night ! 
Lo! on eadi diih, and ^Wer fpoon, 
And plate, and porringer, the moon 

Peeps through my tent with friendly light. 

Now this is charrmng, I muft own ; 

My ftomach, too, fo eafy grown ! 

And now TUtakc a nap— thus ends my Ibng^ 

Composed by me.(fi humble Bard) Kiem Lomo, 



ODE TO COFFEE* 

TK THE MANNER OF KISN LONG. 

T\ELICIOUS Berry, %ut, ah I beft 

-^ When from the Eaftem Ind, not Weft.; 

Nought richer is» I think, than /Aav 
Into a roafter, with my hand, 
I put thee, and then o'er thee (land. 

And then I catch thy fmell with glee. 

And now I fhake fhec round about ; 
And, when turn'd brown, I take .thee out, 

And then I puuthee in a mill; 
And, when to powd^ thou art crufh-d^ 
Into a tin pot thou art pufh'd, 

To feel the boiling tooking rill. 

And now from my 6n pot's long nofe 
The fragrant Huid fweetty flows ; 

And now I pu^ the lily creamj 
And fugar too, the beft of brown ; 
And, Irappy, now I gulp thee down, 

•Keeping my noie upon the fteam, 

I^OL. IIL a On, 
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174 PIHIMIIAVA. 

On Hastikgs iiow«iay (enfin work; 
And now on virtuous Epii und BuitiL.0^ 

Who calmly let Sml Thomas 'fcapei 
And dien unto myfelf I fav, 
** Is honour dead) ah, weu-a-day !" 

And then my mouth begins to g^ipe. 

Now on Sir J[o8BPH Banks I pondnv 
And now at ms rare merit wonder. 

In flies and tadpoles deep ; 
And now to many a drowfy head 
I hear the drowfy Blagdov * reax^ 

And then I iau aileep. 



ODE. 

TXTHEN Fl ATf r*t fings. Age opes his eyes fo clear, 
^^ And claps fo brijQc the trumpet to his ear, , 

So v3ondrm/ly infpir'd be Ufls, and fees ! 
When Flatt'r Y fings, pale Colic's pains are off; 
Consumption pants not, but forgets his cough; 

And As TH M a's loaded lungs forbear to wheeze. 

Stung is the foul with Hyp's rope offering evils ? 
Flatt'ry's a talifman to drive the devils. 

Sweet on the lift'ning ear of ftillf Night, 

As warbling dyeth Philomela's fong; 
So on the ear of man, with rich del^ht, 

The lulimg muiic flows from Fl att'rt's: tongu^. 

* Sir Jofeph's rigUt hand, and feorttary t» the Royal SociMy ; who 
has verjT oftoxiead Okfrvetyrrfpoa^BUctiivs of tliekcyalSockty 
toflwaber* 

StaBir 
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Shew me the ihan, and I will thank thee fbrlt. 
Who fiiys, with truth, " Poh J Flatt'iy ! I abhor it/'i— 

•Tis a wm-defiript^^\3y Sir Jo^ph bred— • 
A SoHo monJteTj bom without a head. 

Flatt'ry's a pcrfeft miflrefs of her art; 
With picklock keys to op^n cv'ry heart. 

What mohal can withftand the fire of Flatt'iiy ? 
No one ! 'tis fuch a mod fucccfsfiil battery. 
No head, however thick^ refills its (hot ; 
Yet each pretends to mock it I*— what a fot ! 



SUSAN AND tHB sMraii. 

" ^OME down, you toad,** cry'd Scsan to a Spider, 
^ High on <he gilded conuce a proud rider, 
And, wanton, fwinging by his fiiken rope; 

" I'll teach thee to fpin cobwebs round tlie room ; 

" You're now upon fome murder, I prefume— 
** I'll bk/s thee— if I don't, iay I'm no Pope," 

Then SusAir brandifli'd her long bnilh 
Determin'd on a fatal pu<h. 
To bring the rope-dancer to ground. 
And all'bis fchi^mes of death confound. 

The Spider, bleft with oratory grace, 
Slipp'd down, and, flaring Susan in the face, 

^* Fie, Susan ! ludks there murder in t%at heart? 
** O barb'rous, lovely Susan ! I'm amaz'd! • 
*• O ! csttilih* form, on which fo oft iWe gaz*d, 

^ Foflefe cf cruelty the fKghteft pan? 

<*-Ah| 
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ty6 9INDAK1ANA. 

«< Ah I ctn jthat fweUiog bofom of delight, 

** On which I've pcep*d with wonder many a nighty 

** Nay, with thefe fingers touched too^ let'me fay, 
** Contain a heart of cruelty ?— no, no I 
** That bofom, which exceeds the new-falPn fhow^ 

** All foftnefe, fweetnefs, one eternal May." ^ 

^* How !*^ Susan fcrecch'd, as with diforder'd bratn-^ 
** How, Impudence f repeat thofe words again : 
** Conoe, come, confefs with honefty — fpeak, fjpeak, 
** Say, did you realfy crawl upon my neck ?" 

•* SusAK, by all thy heavenly charms, I did; 

*' I faw thee fleeping by the taper's light ; 

" Thy cheek, fo blufliful, and thy breaft fo white : 
*< I could not fiand it, and fo down I Aid.'' 

** You did, fwcct Mr. SjMder? {o jou/aio/** 
** Yes, Susan ! Nature's is a pow'rful law.** 

** Arn^t you a murd'rer ? " gravely Sus a n cries^ ; 

*' Arn't you for ever bufy with that claw, 
*' KilKng poor unoff<?nding little flies, 

** Merely to fatisfy your nafty maw?" 

* But, Sus a*, don't yoir feed on gentle /flw3/ 
•♦ Don't you on pretty little pigeons cram ? 

** Don't you on harmlefs Jj^w often dine ? 
•* That's very true," (j[uoth Susan, ♦' true indeed ; 
** Lord ! with what eloquence thefe Spiders plead i 

** This little rafcal beats a grave Divine. 

** It was no fnake, I verily bdieve, 

<* But a ^"j Spider that feduc'd poor Eve* > 

« But then you are fo vgly^' — " Ah ! fweet Su«^ 
" I did not make myfeif, you know tdo well : 
« Could I have vaaAtmyfelfy I had Tseen j^tf», 
» ** Attd kiird with envy ev'ry beauteous Belle.*' 

"Hcav'm! 
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^ Heavens ! to this Spider ! — ^what a 'witching tongue ! 
« Well! go about thy >W6'iie6 — ^go along; 

'«* All animals, indeed, their fowl mnft get : 
^ And hear me— fhouldft th<>^ look, with longing eyes, 
^ At any dme^ on yeufig, fin, lufcious ffieS) 

•« I*U drire Ae BtUe lifels to my net. ' 

•• Lord ! then how blind Tveteen-to form and feature ! 
^ I ttiink a Spider, Motv, a comely creature !'' 



VERSES 



WHITE SATIN PETTTICdAt\ 

Belonging to Mns MoLtr li^-^^^ifp^dhytheAuAfr*^»^ 
inadvertsttt Stuf'tdity^ -in fhr&ioing mka Cup tf Gffee^ 

r\ FAIR pfoteftrefs of the fialreft Ma id, 
^^ How ihall the Poet for his crime atone ? 
So lately bleft as thou, I'm fore afraid 
I have no leconapcnGe to offer I— »wtf / 

But MoLLT parts with thee with pitying eye ! 

Then from this moment do not dare complain f 
Nay, more— the Nymph furvcys thee with a^2«-» 

f hen hafil — the entjf thou, of ev'ry fwain. 



R3 rHE 
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• THE TIIfKER, ' 

, AHD 

MILLER'S DAUGHTER. 

A TALB. 

n^HE meaneft creaXxxrefomctohat may contaun, 
^ As Paovxdencb ne'er makes a thing in vain. 

Upon a day, a poor and travelling Tinker, 
Qn Fortune'9 various tricks a conftant thinker, 
' Pafs'd in fome village near a MrHcr*^ door ; 
Where, lot hb eye did moil ailonifh'd catch 
The Miller's daughter peeping o'er the batchy 
DeformM, and monftrous ugly, tp be fure. 

Struck with th' uncommon form, the Tivki&tfiartedy 
Jufl like a frighten'd horfe, or murd'rer carted^ 

Up gazing at the gibbet and the rope : 
Turning his brain about, in a brown iludy, 
(For, as I've faid, his brain was not fo muddy) 

*♦ 'Sbud ! (quoth the Tinker) I have now fome hope; i 

** Fortune, the jade, isnotfkrojflp, perchance''^— 
And then began to rub his hands, and dance. 

Now all fo full of love, o'erjoy'd he ran, 

Embrac'd and fqueez'd Mifs Grist, and thus began r | 

** My dear, my foul, my anVel, fwcet Mifs Grist, j 

** Now may I oever mend a kettle more, 
•* If ever I faw one Hke^o« before J" 

Then, ** nothing loth," like Eve, the nymph he kifi'A 

Now, very fenfibly indeed, Miss Grist 
Tboiight opportunity fhould not be mifs'd ; 

Knowing 
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FXIIDA&IANA«. 179. 

Knowing that Pkud£rt oft let$ (Ep a joy t 
Thus was Misft Grist too prudent to be C9f » 
For really 'tis with girls a dangerous farce, 
To flout a fwain, ynusa o£Fers are but fcarce* 

She i51A not fcream^ and cry, " Pfl not be woo'd; 

** Keep oif, you fmutty fellow— <ion't be rude j 

*' I'm meat for your iuperiors, Tinker."— J^^(7, , 

Indeed fhe treated not the Tinker^ 

But, lo! thedamfel, with her ufual fquint, 
Suffered her Tinker lover to imprint 

Sweet kifles on her lip, and fqueeze ^ler hand^ 
Hug her, and iay the foftefl things unto her, 
And in Love's pkin and pretty language woo her^ 

Without a frown, or e'en a reprimand. 

Soon won, the Ntm?b agreed to join his bed, 
And, when the Tinker chofe, to church he led. 

Now to the Father the briik Lover hied, 
Who at his noify mill fo bufy plied, 
Grinding and taking handfome toll of com. 
Sometimes, indeed, too handfome to be home. 

« Ho ! Mailer Miller ! " did the Tinker fey— 
Forth from his cloiid of flour the Miller came : 

*' Nice weather, Mafter Miller— charming day— 
" God*s very kind''— the Miller faid the fame. 

" Now, Miller, poffibly.you may not guefs 
" At thiSkfeme bufinels I am come about: . 

* Tb this then— know,.! love your daughter Bbss :«-• 
* There, Mafter Miller ! — now the riddle's out. 



M 



** I'm not for mincing matters, Lord ! d'ye fee-^ 
^ I Hies your daughter B£ss, and fhe likes me.*^ 



?Poh!^ 
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i8o mrBARtAlTA; 

<« Poh !" quoth the iClIer, grinning at the't1t*e!', 
♦* Thou deft not mean to marriage to perftiadc her 5 

« Ugly as is the Devi I needs muft-fliink her, - 
** Though, to te fure, *tis f»d, ''tvns a»^ that mmdcTKi. 

^ No, no^ dioughihe's my dauber, I'm )iot iimH: 
** But, Tinker, what hath now ppflcfs'd 4tty mind f 
•* Thou'rtthe Brft offer flic has met, by G<ti/— 
•* But tell me, Tinker, art thon drunk, ottntA}*^ 

•* No— I'm not dnn^, nor mad," the ITiilcer cry% 
^ But Bex's the maid I mfh to make my bride^ 

** No girl in thefe two eyes doth Bet txcd^^ 
^ Why, fool, (tfae31iller laid) Bet hath a hrmpj 
* And then her no/e /«— 4hc nofe of my <^ pump." 

«* I know it (quoth the Tinker), know it wrfl." 

•* Her /ace (quoth Gr ist) is freckled, wrinkkd, flat j 
** Her mou^ as wide as that of my Tom Cat ; 

^ And then flie fquints a thoufana ways at once--* 
•* Her wsdfl, a <»rkfcrew ; and her hair, how red % 
•* A downright bunch of darrots on her head— 

•* Why what the dcv'l is got into thy fconce ?" 

** No derl is in. my fconce," rejoin'd the Tinker ; 
« But, Lord 1 what*s that to jw, if >^, / think her P^ 

** Why, man, (quoth Guist) flie's fltto make a Show, 
" And therefore fure I am that thou mfuft banter!" 

?* Miller! (rcply'd the Tinker) right! for know^ 
^ 'Tis for that w^ /iw^, a Snow, 1 warn her.'' 



MELAN- 
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PIMOA&IAHA. ( ti$ 



MELANCHOLY. 

Hbrmione* 

A SIGHING folitary form I roam ; 
-^ A tear oq Nature.'s univeifal frrfile ! 
Thou Genius of my natal hour, whofe hand 
Pierces my myoments with the thorns of woe^ 
When will the meafure of my grief be full ? 
When will the iilent afp of hopeiefs love 
Withdraw his feng of torment from my heart ^ 
How lately joy was mine I — but where is joy, 
That cheerful pour'd a funfhine o'er my foul? 
Gon^ ! like the la^ laft ftin, to fink in nighty 
Nature's laft night, and gild a mom no more I 

Entir CAM^ttA. 

My lov'd Hermicne^ I heard ^y figh, 
And left my fleep to foften thy afi[U6tion. 
Why killed tliou that gentle franie with weepkig } 
Sorrowing, thpu fcemeft to delight in woe, 
And feed exiftence upon fighs and tears; 

He&mione. 

Camilla^ the dread (ilence of the hoiif 
Suits but^too well the colour of mv foul. 
Nigh T, who to Hhers brings the balm of fleep^ 
And happy dreams tp foothe the peaceful breafl^ . . 
Pours on mv wakeful eye far difF'rcnt guefts ; 
The fouleft, darkeft demons of deft«ir. 
Lorn, at the midnight hour, when all is huflx'd^ 
I wander refllefs ; fadly now I fit, ^ 
My brimfuU eves for hours both motionlefs^ 
Swimming with woe, towards the paifing Moov, 
Wtio on me, as (he lonely glides along, 
Cafts a pale beam of melancholy light. 
That mn^ a ray of pity c^n my fate. 
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TRB 

DRUID HYMN. 

TO 

THE SUN. 



o 



SACRED fount of life to All ! 
Before thy^ gloricHis beam we fall. 
And Alike with raptured hand the lyre; 
To thee we lift our wond'ring eyes; 
To thee the hvmn of mom fltaU rife, 
And blefi tnj mounting orbof fiM. 

Hall to that Orb, from whbferich fbUntaih flow 
Beams that illume and gbd the ^fror\d bdoli^. 
Unfeen by thee had Nature mournM; 
No fmile hef iEthiop cheek adorn'd ; . 
Pale Night had fpread her fpet^r'd rdgn^ 
And death-like Hoaaox. rul'd the fcene* 

AU bdl the beaiflftthat Night deftrof. 
And wake an opening world to joy ! 
Bright fpreadhig o'er the Vast ojt gl 
That chafe^the fpedfiBto their ««iil>. 



ro 
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TO C H L O E. 

/^HLOE, no more muft wc be billing— 
V There goes my lafl^ my poor laft fliiUiog : 

Vile Fo&TUNB bids us part! 
Yet, CBX.0E9 this my bofom charm^^ 
Thaty when thou'rt in another's arnis^ 

I ftill pofleis thy heart. 

Fortune's a whimfigal old Dame, 
And poilibly may bluih with Ihame 

At this her fmk with «r«: . 
But fliouid fhe fmile agaiuj and offer* 
Well iill'd with gold, an ampk coffei^ 

ril fend the key to ri^«. 



THE BLIND BEGGAR. 



\ ^IX^ELCOME, thou Man of Sorrows, td my door ! 

I '^ '^ . A willing balm thy wounded heart ihall find ; 

\ And, lo! thy g^iiding Dog^ my cares implore; 
\ O hafte, a[na fhelter from th' unfeeling M'ind \ 



Alas ! IhaU Mis'ry feek my cot with fighs, 
And humbly fue for piteous alms my ear ; 

Yet difappointed go witn Hfted eyes, 
And oa my tl^dfkold le^ve th' upbraidiog teur I 

Thou boweft for the ptty. I beflow : 
fiend not to me, becaufe I mourn diflrefs ; 

lam /^debtor-wnuch to thee I owe; 
For kmi»^e grcateft bkffing is to Vefs. 
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1*4 :riMi>AftiAirA. 

Thy hoary locks, and wan and pallid cheeky 
And quiv'ring lip, to fancyfeeni'to fay, 

** A more than common Beggar we befpeak ; 
** A form that once has known a happier day.'* 

Thy fightleft orbs, and venerable beard, 

And prefs'd, by weight of years, thy palfi'd head. 

Though filcnt, fpeak with tongues that muft be heard, 
Nay, muft command^ if Virtue be not dead. 

Thy Ihatter'd, yet thine awe-infoiring form, • 
Shall give the villagCrlads the foiten'd foul, 

To aid the victims of Life's frequent ftorm, 
And (mooth the furges that around them roil; ^ 

Teach them that Poverty may Merit (hroud; 

And teach, that Virtue may from Misery ^ring; 
Flame like the lightning from the frowning cloud, 

That fpreads on Nature's fmile its raven wing. 

O let me own Xht heart which pants to blefi ; 

That nobly fcorns to hide the ufeleft ftore; 
But looks around for objects of diftrefs, 

And triumphs in a forrow for the poor ! 

*^hcn Heav'n on man is pleas'd its wealth to ihow'r. 
Ah, what an envied blifs doth Heaven beftow ! 

To raife pale Merit in her hopelefs hour. 

And lead Despondence from the tomb of Wo£ ! 

Lo ! not the lUtJe hirds ihall chirp in vain. 

And, hovaing round me, vainly c6urt my care ; 

While I poflefs the life-preferving grain. 

Welcome^ ye cMrping tribe, to peck your fliare. 

How can I hear your fongs at Spring's return, 
And hear whije Summer fpread3 her golden ftorc^ 

Jlkt, when the gloom of Winter bids ye mourn. 
Heed not the plaintive voice that ckarm'd before ! 

< Sia8C 
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."Sincft Ton TUNE, to my cottage not tinkind, 
Strews vfith Jome flow'rs the road of life for me^ 

Ah ! can humanity defcrt my mhid ? 
Shalll Rotfoften the rude flint for thee? 

Then welconjc, B-eggai, from the rains and fnow, 
And warring elements, to warmth and peace ; 

Nay, thy-cofrnpanion, too, fhall comfort know. 
Who fhiv'nng {hakes away the icy fleece. 

i 

I And, lol he lays him by the fire, elate; 

Now on hb Mafter turns his gladden 'd eyes ; 
Leaps up to greet him on their change of fate, 
Uchs his lov'd hand, and then beneath him lies. 

A hut is mine, amidft a fhelt'ring grove : 

A Hermrit there, exalt to Heav*n thy praife ; ^ 

There fhall the village children fhew their love, 
I And hear from thee the tales of othfer days. 

i There fliall our feathered friend, the bird of mom, 
I Cliarm thee with orifons to opening day ; 

And there the red-breafl, on the leaflefs thorn,' 
At eve (hall foothnthee with a fimple lay. 

When Fate fhall call thee from a world of woe, 
Thy friends around fliall watch thy dofing eyes; 

With tears, behold thy gentle fpirit go. 
And wifli to join its pafTage to tlie fkics. 



VoL.im S ANA- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



jj^NACREONTIC SONa 

TO MT LUTE. 

'IirliAT (hade and what ftiUnefe irOun^ ! 
^^ Let us feek the lov'd cot of the Fax* ; 
There foAen her fleep with thy found. 
And banifli each phantom of care. 

The Vi»9iN may wake to thy ftrain, 

And be foqth'd, nay, be picas* d with tliy fongi 

Alas ! (he may fity the fwain, 
And fancy his forrows too long. 

Could thy voice give a fmile to her cheek. 
What a joy, what a rapture .were miixe ! 

Then for ever thy iaipe woul^ I .§)cakr-^ 
O my lute, what a triumph were thinel 

Ah ! whjfper Jdnd lov^c in her e^r, 

And fwectly my wi(hes impart j 
Sa^ the fwain >yho adores h^ is ne^j 

Say, thy founds arc the fighs of his heart. 



A FASTORAD song: 

T^ARF.WELL, O farewell to the day, 
^ That fmiling with happinefs flew ! 
Ye verdure and bluftics of Mav, 
Ye fongs of the linnet, adieu ! 

1« t«^s from the vale I depai;!; 

In atiguifli I move from th« F a i« : 
For what are tbofe fccnes to the heart 

Which FoRTC-NE has doom*d to dcfpairH 

Lov« 
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1.0VE frowns, and how dark is the howr ! 

Of Rapturb, departed the breath I 
^gloomy the grove aad the bow'r, 

I tread the pale valley of D £ a t h. 

With envy I wander forlorn. 

At tbe breeze which her beauty has fcnn'df 
And I envy the bird on the thorn. 

Who fits watching the crumbs from her hs^nd* 

I envy the lark o'er her cot, ^ 

Who calls her from flumber, foblcft; 

Nay, 1 envy the nightingale's note, 
'the Syren who fiags her to red, 

Oo her hamlet once more let me dwellr— 
Ont look ! (the Iq/i c(Hiifort !) be minc-*^ 

O Pleasure, and Dblia, farewell 1 
Kow, Sorrow, I ever am thine. 



'T'AX not, O Parfon^the great Author or Nati/ie 
•^ with cruelty to his creatures. 

Too often doftthou impudently endeavour to put off 
thy folly fox his wi/dom. 

Thy anathemas are not iis anatfactmas ; nor is his mora- 
lity thy morality. 

O think not, that, like the Lord Mayor op Lon- 
don, he puniiheth Ae fale 6f eviery article on the Sab- 
bath-day except JMTilh and MackreL 

GOOD FRIDAY. ■ 

Sir Har&y, a high prieft, and d^p divine, ^ ? 

Ambitious jnuch 'mid modern Saints to ihine, 
Pn a Good Friday evening tpok an airing :— • 

' Sa Not 
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l8S UNITARIAWAf, 

,^ Not for had he proceeded, ere a found • 

Did the two ears of this goo/i prieft afiounJ; 

Such as loud laughs, comnii x^d with fome fmail fwearipg^ 

Now in an orchard peep'd the Knight fo fly, 
With fuch a flaring, rolling, frenzied eye ; 

Wlicre, lo ! a band of nsral fwains were bleft t— • 
Too proud to Join the crew^ he wav'd bis hand^ 
Beck'ningto this unholy playful band — 

Forth canac a ioy^ obedient to the Prieft« . 

** What wicked things are ye all doing here, 

** On thb moft folemn day of all the year ?" 

•' Playing fo flcittles," * faid the Ample lad. 

** Playing at (kittles !--~Devils, are ye mad ? 

** For what ^'' — "AJack-afs, Sir," the boy replies- — 

«* A Jack-afs /" roars the Pritfl, with wolf-like eyes : 

** Run, run, and tell them He a v'n will not be fliamm'd-* 

*' Tell them this inftant, that they'll all be damn'^:' 

*• I nmS, Sir Harry— 5/J, I w»//, SrR Harry*'— 
Then off he fct th*" important news to carry ; 

To warn thera what dread torments would cnfue : 
Put fuddcnly the fcamp'ring lad turn'd round, 
And thus, with much fimpBcity of found, 

** Sir Harry, mufl the J^k-afs be damiCdmf^^ 



O I> E 



fKZTTY BAR'MJfD. 

O WEET Nymph, with teeth of pearl, and dimpled chin; 
*^ And rofes that would tempt a faint to fin. 
Daily to thee (b conflant I return ^ 

Whefe- 
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Whofe flnac improve the cdflce's ev'iy drop^ 
Gives tenderness to ev'ry ileak and chop. 
And bids our pockets at expenfes fpuni. 

What Youth, well powderM, of pomatum fmelling^ 
Shall on thy lovely bofom fix his dwelling ? 

Perhaps the Waitek, of himfelf fo fuU ! 
With tkee he means the coffee*-houfe t» quit ; 
Open a tavern, and become a r//. 

And proudty kec^ the head of the Black Bnlh 

' "Twas here the Wits of Anna's Attic age 
Together mingled their poetic rage ; 

Here Pa I OR, Pope, andAivoisoN, and Steele $ 
Here Parnblli Swift, and Bolikgbvokb, and Gat» 
PoUr'd their keen profe, and tun'd the merry lay, 

Gave the fidr toaH, and made a hcaity mea^ ' 

*Twas here^ oVr fragrant coffee to unbend. 
The Wits their epi^ms fo happy penned, 

And bade in madngalsa Chlo£ mine, 
A MiRA, a Belinda, anda Phillis, 
Who boafted rofes poffibly, and lilies, 

Such as now deck that cheek and breafi of thine* 

Ntmpa of the rogui^ fmile, which diouiands fcek, :^ 

Give me another, and amiher ikak; 

A htHgdom £or another fteak, but giv'n 

By ify fair hand, thai fliames the fnow of heaven* 

QWe meaglafs of punch, O fmiKnglafs, 
And let thjr lufcious lip embalm the glaf*:— 

Touch It and fpread a charm around the brfmr 
Health to thy beauties, Nancy, and may Tim r 
Ke'er meddle with thy prefent healthful prime. 

Thy ringlets fpoil, and eyes of diamonds dim. . 

to, from each box thy hite-ton'rf voice to hearj 
Youth nimbly turns him round, with waqton leer f 

a^Yf wriiikled Ag e himfelf with locks fo white,. 

■ > S^ Findetfe 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1^0 TlVtTMMlKJfJU 

Findcth wifUn a kind of baftatxi fir«y 

Whofc mouth, poor cripple, watering with dcfire^ 

Opes toothUfs on thy beauties in deBght. 
Now for thy lamb-like flefh he feemsto hunger! . 
He fcek himfclf a pair of ages younger I 

Tell me again, O Ntmph, to//o^ happy arms 
Are doom'd, for life, to circle thofc bright charm?^ 

And tothatbofom give brave girls and boys? 
That lucky lot, alas ! wiU ne'er be mine — 
A gaze, a fqueeze, perchance a kifs divine, 

Muft form the bounds, O Nak<jy, of my joys. 

Yet if rich favours^ hr beyond a fmile 

So kind<thy Feet's moments to beguile. 

Thou wiflieft to beftow ! — ^in Lovb's name give 'cm^ 

And, thankful, on my hues will I receive 'em. 



ANACREONTIC SONG. 

"tTTHO dares talk of hours ? Seize the bell bf diat clock g 
^^ Seize hi* hammer, and cut off his hands : 
To the bottle, dear bottle, I'll ftick like a ixKk, 
And obey only PLEAsuae's eommandt. 

Let him flrike the fliort hours, and iiint at a bed- 
Waiter, bring us more wine — what a whim ! 

Say that Time, hholdmafttr, for 2<>/eTi was made^ 
And not jolly Topers fox i«ff. 



e MAK| 
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riNPAJLIATfAr ^ >9^ 



/^ MANy be not puffed up with the pride of oiFspring, 
^^ as the triumphs of Papa are toe often fmiled at in 
fccrct by wj/^/Mama, 

ODE TO A Hedge-sparrows 

KURSING A YOUNG CUCKOO. 

AH, whitiiTig, anxlops, reftlefs bird ! 
Thou art a fool, upon my word : 

Now on thebufli, now upoo'the groundi. 
Now hov'ring o'er my head, and faying 
Such bitter things— now bc^gingr piaying. 

Poor wretch, fiirveying me fa Iharp all round*. 

Imploring me to leave the reff, 
Where all thy deareft wiihes reft; 

How bufy thou in catchi«g grub and fly, 
As foon as dewy morning paints the iky ; 
Now twitt'ring near the neft fuch ftraina of joy^ 
Proclaiming to the world a hopeful boy 1 ' 

Great is they triumph in thy fencied child ! " ] 

Immenfe thy pride — thy ecftafy how wild f 

Yet not one tmit of thee doth he difplay t 
Indeed thou never didft Seggt the youth ; 
And more — to tell thee an unpleafant trftth^ 

His father will be hei« the Firft o# May. 

Nor jf»§-ttA3fr art thou — for, lo! 
A little gamefopie Knight we know. 

Who fofters children— loves them to diftraAion> 
Shews them aboi;t from morn to night, 
Drinking fuch draughts of rich delight 

From ev'ry feature — fo much fatisfaftion f 

Sees his oztm eyesy own mouth, ow» lip, o^un ear, 
Own nofe, own dimple, in each pretty Dear I— t 
But wha's the real parent ?-*— Am'rous John, 
t Good-natur*d fellow, made theai ev'ry one. 

^0 
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TO ANACREQN, 

^HOST of Anacreon, quitthe fhadev 
^^ And with tl^ee bring thy fwcct old lyre j 
Topnufe the firfl of BnMt Makis, 
wliofe channs will fet thy foul on fire. 

But hold— 'twere better keep away— 
Of juftice muft thy harp defpair ; 

Which fuited very well tAv day, 
That fawiio Damfel half £o fair. 



THE CAPTIVE QJLJEEN, 
ne/eUncs an fuppojed to.be JP^ken fya Friendofth w^unpi 

ANT0XM£TT£» 



^IX^ITH radiance rofe thy vc^onAag fuh^ 
^^ ¥air promifecf a happy day; 
But, lucklefs, ereitreach'd its noon, 
The fiend pf darknefs dimm'dthe ray,^ 

What though: the brigfaceft g^s are thioe^: 
And difrant nations pour thy praife ; 

While, raptMr'd, on thy form divine 
The eyes of Lovi^ and Womdek gaze > 

The voice of Joy, for ever mute. 

Mull yield to fighs that mourn in vain-i 

And' P^TY, come with fwceteft iutc, 
To footh thy forrowswith her ftrain^ 

The Syren Hope, who won diy ear, 
• Muu charm no more the dang'rous hourj 
The warning voice of ravens, hear, 
That croak thy doom on yonder tow'r. 



J«f 
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Tet what is life, 'mid Horror's reign. 

Where Mu rder's triumph cleaves the llty ; 

Where heaves with death the groaning fcenc, 
And dungeons loud for vengeance C17 } 

Yet what is life to fpotlefs fame ? "" 

And tAifif ta'lateft time (hali bloom — 

The blow that (inks that beauteous frame 
Gives all the Virtues to the tomb* 



ANACREONTIC. 

T^IE, Sylvia ! why fo gravely look^ 
•*- Becaufe a kifs or two 1 took? 

Thofe lufcious lips might thoufends grant- 
Rich rogues that never feel the want. 
60 little in the kifs I fee^ 
A hundred thou may'iik take from me* 

But, finee, Kke mifers o^er their (lorfy 
Thou hat*ft to give, though running o'er j 
1 fcom to caufe the flighted pain, 
So pr'ythee take them back again ; 
Nay, with good iat'rcft be it done— 
Thou'rt wekome ta take ten for ouew 



TO TIME. 

r\ TIME, 'tis childifh> let me fay, 
^^ To give, then take a grace away ; 
The Damfel from her charms to fever, 
So pleas'd to keep them all /or ever. 

When Cynthia tires with conq'ring heartSi 
And fays^ *^0 Time^ recjeive my darts; 

Her 
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Her beauties are a lawful prize— 

1 hen take the lightnings of her eyes*' 

Pluck all the rofes from her cheek, 
And root the lilies from her neck ; 
Her dimples feize, her itmle^ herair^ 
And with them make athoufand faJK^ 



ODE TO JEALOUSY. 

A VAUNT, thoufquintlngHAO, whofclid'ning car 
Seizes on every wii/per'—whofc owl's eye, 
When Night's dark mantle wraps the iiknt fphe^r. 
Stares watchful of each form that pafleth by ! 

.Thou Fiend, what bus*nefs haft thou here on eard% 
DiiTention-breeder from thy very birth ? 

How much more of the ferpent than the i^tw / 
/ cannot guefs thine errand to this world— 
By/i^^xsNATt7&E topjy-furvjf hurl'd ! 

And nearly ruin'd the fofr land of Lov b ! 

Speak I but to my neighboiur's Wife fb khd, 

And lay, " Pray how d'ye do, my dt^reft Ma'iam \ 

Behold, a tempcft fwelU the ^ttfiamPs mind. 
Who gives my fweet civility a d-mn : 

For, lo ! thy wickednefe at once adorns 

His trembling temples with a brace of horns. 

The inllant thou behold'ft a liljarried Faix, 
Adieu, alas ! the pleafures of the Fair ! 

Farewell, of Benedick, tbe wedded bli£i f 
Scarce canil thou let xbciwey-moofr go by, 
When, hark! the keen reproach '-—the lady's figbf 

Cead the fond fqueeze^ and mute the chirping kifs ! 

«* Watch 
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^ Walch him," — thou whifper'ft in the woman's ear, 
" Open his lettep§— pick his pockets, Ma'arti— 

*' Somewhat wiH*bcditcovei^, never fear; 
** Something to da(h the monfter's cheek with fliame. 

*^ Ken lum zaid the hariots at the pk^ ; 
" I^r let your eyes a lingle moment ftniy ;: 

" Tie catches a lewd fquint if jour's are bli nbeis t 
*' Make him look ftrait on, forward to the ^a^e ; 
^ And on rcfofal tell him in a rage, ^ > 

" You'll give him, coach-horfe Uke, a pair of winkers.*^ 



ANACREONTIC. 

r\ FAR from me thofe lightnings dart ! 
^^ On others "bid thy beauty flune : 
Beyond the hopes of this fad heart, 
I view that peerlefs form, to pine. 

Whilft cv'ry fhepherd fings her praife^ 
Tis mine of Sylvia to compiaia; 

Made a poor prisoner while I gaze, 
J feel in ev^iy fmlle a chain. 



ODE 

TO THE 

LjiDl£S OF ENGLAND. 

Peter moK than fuf^Sftth, that a few Pafl%cs of hrs Works IhWc 
given oflPence to his fair Country- women— Pcier'» comrition ther«% 
and violtHt reiblution. ' 

T ADIE$, I fliould be forry— ^«w'^ indeed, 
. Could I once write what you would blufhf to read ; 
Bttt that iame Poet ckfpe4]%KV FontaiVb 

Wat 
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Was verily the tafte and admiration 
Of all the Ladies of the Gallic nation^ 
Quoted and toafled o'er and. o'er again. 

What ! wound of Britrjh Maids the tender ear, 
Who, when to Nymphs of other realms compared, 
(And, lo I on numbers have thefe eye-balls ilar'dl 

Are, as rich Burgundy to dead Small Beer ! 

Our Voct Pope, againft a naughty tvord 

'Protcded'^eemtftg too to (hut his door : 
Pronouncing all obfcenity, abfurd — 

-That ribaldry was foUy — nothing more: 
Yet Matter Pope, who Decency 10 flatters. 
Plumps boldly into certain wicked matters. 

Now this I do diflike in Mafter Pope — 
At gluttony a man fhould never bark, 

On dainties, who is pleas'd his mouth to ope. 
And guttling fwallow plates-full like a fhark. 

Mifs HeloYse, that warm young lafs, J weeu. 
Says things that cover Modesty with (liamc ; 

I muil confefs I never faw Nineteen 

Pour fuch an ^toa forth of am'rous Hame. 

And, I0I again— the Leck^ the ravifti'd Loci ! 
Too oft the line gives Modesty a ihock ; 

Warm inuendos bid her bluflies rife ; 
Yes, often I've heard Modesty declare, 
** That many a line indeed has made htr ftare / 

" She knew not where to look— where fix her eyes.** 

ThtiTiftofBathy arid eke the lovely May^ 
Held language horrid for our chajter (fay. 

Were Peter now to fing in fuch a ftyle, 
What Lady-xnoutlvwotiid yield the Bard a Hiile ? 
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No !— >froiMrxts would fill their fac^ in its dead. " 
And yet, ye Dames fochafte, thofe tales are read-*- 
I fee no lips with bluihing anger ope, 
And cry, ** I loath the nafty leaves of Pope." 

Nay more, my dear young M ifles, and grave Dames, 
Who read with fear my longs of darts and flames ; 

Speak — is not Pope an idol 'mid your books? 
Docs not Saint Patrick's Dean^ fo void of grace, 
Among vour leathern favVites ftiew his face, 

Whofe many a leaf Ibould only lodge with cooks f 

Since then the lightnings of the Ladies eyes 
Knock not the memories of thofe Poets down, 

It ftriketh me, indeed, with huge furprife, 
That Peter's purer line iliould feel a frown. 

They toounJed Modesty with verfc unchafte; 

/ with a twig of J^indus {z'dXQf^y ftruck her ; 
They ftripp'd her naked — / juft cuifp'd her wdift, 

And delicately only touch'd her tucker. 

Yet // there, is there ime fweet Britifh Prude, 
Who will not read my rhymes — ^miftrufting harm ? 

Let not my volumes on the Nymph intrude, 
And ring to Chastity the wild alarm : 

Make in her pretty panting heart a riot. 

Demanding' nu>nths to bring it back its quiet. 

Tales of a Damfel kind, and iighiog Lover, 

Holding of Love's choice fpice a little, 

Might be indulg'd to warm Dame Nature'sKittle,- 
But not to bid it boil tempefluous over.- 

Ef'n Age deligliteth in an an^'rous tale; 
Love warms his infide like a pot of ale; 

Thaws his cold heart, and makes it beat fo chccty ! 
His eyes, that, owl-like, wink'd utwn the day, 
Burfts open with a keen and twinkling ray. 

And, lo ! he hugs and kifles his old Deary. 

Voi.,IIL- T Why 
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Whv then forbid them? — fuch we muft approve! 
Anci woe to mortals who are foes to Lo ve ! 
As long as this oiir fyllem holds^gether. 
Love will (land brulh againft all wmd and \|reatlier. 

Yet^<wZt/my fav'rite Britifh Maids' and Dames 
Refufe to read my rhvmes on darts and flames» 
And other pretty little trifling things, 
The fount from which fuch nat'ral. rapture fpnngs : 

Ladies of Frahcs, I thjnk my foi^ 
To you in future muft belong : 

Yes, yes, for jvm the Bard fhall form the ftrain«- 
And then, who knows ? // may hfo^ I wof^ 
The Dames may cry, " Thofe lilandess have got, 

*^ Ye Gods! an aifolute Fontaine. 

> 
• Refufe to rtad him ! — no, Heav'n blefs him !— no : 
^* Lord ! let his wild imagination flow— 
•* Baniih the Loves ! — O what a Qothic fweep ! 
« The World at once, fo dull, would M afleep !" 

So help me, Grace ! I ever meant to plea/e^^ 
E*en now would I alk pardon on my knees; 

If aught I've fmn'd, the flanza muft not live^^ 
Bring me the kr.ife^'il cut thi^ wanton page. 
Which puts my lovely readers in a rage : 

But, hark I the)^ cry, ** Barbarian, we forgive," 

A thoufand thanks t've all, my charming creatures ; 
What goodnefs, kinanefe, reigns m female natures ! 



TO 
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TO CYNTHIA. 



lyrrHAT danger lurks in thofc bright eyes f 
^^ Lo ! by their fire th^ Poet dies : 
Yet bravely let me-tnect xny doom— 
And iince to tkee I owe my death, 
I beg theei with niy parting breathy 
To let thy boibm be my tomb. 



ANACREONTIC* 

AH !' wherefore did I daiing gaze 
Upon the radiance of t% chanm 2^ 
Andy venturing nearer to their rays, 
How dar'd I clafp thee in n^ anm! 

That kifs will rive my heart a pain. 
Which thy Iweet pity will deplore : 

Then, Ctmthia, take the kifs again. 
Or let ooe take ten thou&nd more;. 



HAPFTdri ihkjfo^ O Ma»t who waS not bom aaudft 
the luxuries of life. 

Lucky art thoil who canft eat the J^mfte fere; whole 
nofe turneth not up at a boiled leg of miitton and tur* 
aips, or bacon and egg3. 

Health waketh with the^ at moro^ and accompamleth 
the (lumbers of night. 

Art thou an Alderman^ and putteff pounds of turtle 
into thy paunch? thou devoured an apoplexy. Swal* 
loweft t&ou; hot ikutes^ Uiou gulpeil rheumatifbi aiid 

"^^^ '^ ^ 

T» Say 
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Say not wickedly, " I will not repeat .the Lord's 
*' Prayer, as it is beneath a Gentleoian to pray for 

Curfe not fprats and flounders; peradventure forats 
and flounders might blufh to enter the doors of thy 
gullet. 

Deem thyfelf not undone, becaufe thou poOefTefl not 
more than thou oughtefl in reafon to ufe. 

Fortunate are thoufands in having never been favourites 
of Fortune. 

Content figheth not for veniTon ; flie lifteth not her 
eye to heaven for turbot. 

She hateth not the fight of the fun at dinner-time; but 
preferreth his radiance to the greafy light of a candle. 

Read, and learn the inconveniences of luxurv, from a 
Dog. 



T^E LADY'S LAP-DOG ak© the 
^ COACHMAN. 

CHLOE, a fav'rite of a rich old Dame, 
Was vaflly delicate in all her frame ; 

Could put down nought at laft, but nice iid hjts : 
Nay oft, with much foilcitation too. 
Her Miftrefs w^s oblig'd to kifs and woo, 

For fear poor tender Chxoe might havejf/j. 

Fat was. our Chloe— like a ball of greafe ; 
' So round, a foot-ball quite, and fair her fleece. 
Oft on the Turkey carpet as flie lay, 

.And fleep o'er Chloe's eye-lids did pfevail ; 
*Twas very, very difiicult to lay 

Which was her head indeed, and which her tail. 

At length it came to pafs, that Cm.o' 
Did fuTlennefs and ficknefs ihow ; 
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So heavy,. Ihiviiig off hfcr wsiHton capci^ ; 
Gap'd, ftrctch'd, and ietfiargy (he likcwife fhew'd,. 
Was fick at ftomach, (may fc dare iiy fp-w'df)'* 

And feem'dy poor Dog, affiided with the vaf^ours*. 

My Lady took hcu pining to her arms, 
Hugg'd her,, and kus'd her, full of fad alarms,. 

Fearing, her poor dear little foul would die r 
Chjloe was air fhipidity and lumpifli : 
Scarce lick'd her hand>— fo follent and fo mumpijl^. 

Nor fearccly Bais'd the* white of either eye. 

The Coachman's calPd^— ^* O Jmit, CHtoE's^ill*- 
•* Quite loft her appetite — (he has no will 

** To move, or fay, poor foul, a fingle thing r 
** Jehu, what can the nfiattcr be--d'ye know ?"— 
** I think, my Lady, I could cure Mifs eHLo."-— 

^ Dear Jeh.v^ what delicious news you bring ! 

** Take her, then— take her^ Je^u, to your room^ 
** And fifoin her fpirits drive thb i^y gloom,' 

** And get her pretty appetite again."— 
•* O good my. Lady,, never, never fear; 
•* 1 underftand Ikt. cafe— 'tis very clear; 

" By heav'n's affiflance, i iha'ir't work in vaiff.'^ 
> . .J . 
Now to his room the Coachman bore Mifi Bltth^. 
Who, looking back aH wtiftM,* feh qo' itdi 
To go with Jehu — ftill he bears her on ;— > 
Arriv'd^ kind Jehu offers. hei*. a bone.. 

ftlifs Chxoe in a paifion feeks ^ dbor^: 
In vain — 'pis ihut-Mhe lays heiron.the floor,. 

And whines—gets up, all reftleis-*— looks abodt ;; 
Watches the door fo fly, and cocks her cars ; 
So pleas'd and nimble at each found ihe hears,, 

lahopes (vain hopes, aiaa !) of getting ottt* 
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Cbloe, like. lightning, now refolvcs to pafs, 
Bounce from her gaoler, through a pane of glafs, 

And, by a leap, no more in prilbn groan : 
But, fearing (lie might fpoil her pretty chops^ 
Nay, break her neck, by chamber-window hops^ 

Chloe mofl wifely lets the leap alone. 

Jehu now pfFer'd her a piece of liver : 

" Chloe, do you love liver?" Jehu faid — 

" The devil take," (he feem'd to fay, " the giver :" 
So hurt the dog appear'd — then turn'd her head. 

" Well, Chloe, well— heav'n mend yowr prou3 di- 

" geftion; 
" To-morrow I fliall aik you the fame queftion." 

The morrow (ah ! a fulky morrow) came : 
Chlo£ fcarce flept a (ingle wink all night ; 
Whining and groaning,, longing much, to bite / 

Calling in vain upon my Lady's name. 

" Well, Chloe, can you tafte your liver??'—" No. 
" No, thank ye, Jehu."— « Leave it, pretty Chl'o."— 

The day pafs*d on— no eating? not a crumb. 
Mifs Chloe cra^wl'd about the room, fo fiui, 
Sulky,* and difappointed, angry, niad ; . 

Now moaning, now upon her rump {o dumb. 
At times, around on barb'ious Jehu fqwmting ; 
Such looks ! npt much ^dr^ll to Jehu, hinting. 

Another morning came— a liver meal — 

•* Chlob, how (lands your (lomach? how d'ye fe^l?"— 

" Jehu, I wiU not eat:"— Jehu goes out— 
What does Mifs Chloe ?— With a nimble pace, 
Runs to. tbt liver, without laying grace. 

Gobbling away, with appetite>/w/; 

For now the liver feem'd to meet her wiih. 
And, not half fatisfy'd, (he licled the dijh / 

Jehu 
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Jehit returns, andfmiles— 'Chloe grows godd ; 

Takes civilly a flice of mufty bread ; 
Rejects from Jehu's hand no kind of food j 

Glad on a rind of Chejhire to be fed. 

Jehu with Chloe to my Lady goes, 
And, triumphing, his little patient ihows ; 
Not once difcovering the coarfe mode of cure-^ 
Jehu had loft hi^J place then to be fure. 

/ * 

My Lady prefles Cbloe to her breaft, . . 
Half crazy, hugging, kiffi«g her — fo bleft 

To fee her fav'rite Chloe's chang'd condition : 
" Thank ye, good JEHU--Heav'ns, what fkill is in yel'* 
Then into Jehu's hand (he flips a guinea. 

And Jehu's thought a very fine phyfician. . 



ODE 

TO THE 

POET DE LILLE. 

Vtt*t kindly- congratulateth his Brother Poet on his lucky ^liverance 
from a dungeoD> and afketh him queftions coneerning his poetical 
feelings — Whether he meaneth to exalt Convention, and debafe poor 
Britain ? — Peter advifeth the contrary, and telleth the Poet unpie^anfi 
truths, with a witty comparifon. — Peter painteth, with the pencil 
of a great Mafter, the portrait of a Frenchman, in which impu- 
dence, infolence, ignora&ct,, and favage cruelty, form th^ predomi* 
nant features^ . 

THRICE welcome from thy dungeon, pow Dbliii.i ! 
Imprifon*d, much (I guefs) againft thy will, 
By that unfeeling tyrant Roberspierre : 
Set free from this uune death-encircPd vault 
liy me {1 fear me !) not pfithout a fault ;. 

Ix^ fliort — I mean zz great a rogue, Barkers. 
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Dead b alldalBanee with the Mufe, I womArt 
The guilictine's high flood mnft dam|x thy fire ; 

The ax, which hlh upon its prey in thunder, 
Muft bid thee touch with tfembltng hand thelyie» 

But Bards, like birds, can feldom ceafi^ from £ln^ng t 
Yes, on tlie Mufe's bells thou mufi be ringing; 
Thou wilt indslce the fafcinating chime, 
Desf to the oracle that cries, ** Don't rhyme."" 

Speak — wilt tho« praiie Contention for it* /wuV^ 
Swear Britain ioon beiieath its might muft cdw'i^ 
Juft like the wren beneath the eagle's wing^ 
Say, po^fuch thing. 

However grating to a Frenchman's ears, » 
We Britons, I proteft, have no fuch fears^: 
France^ to be fure, is huge— our I (land little — 
Yet fpare upon our heads th' kifulti^g fpittle^ 

The colony of Teeth, riiough finally 

Are little folks of refohtitm; 
And when upon their prey they fall,. 

Do a vaft deal of execution. 

Idoaflvrethee, my inquirinr eyes 
Have foond the hhbm of the iatgtfi fize;. 

*Tis pleafant to behold a' Frenchman gage: 

On the world's map : 
Ailoni&'d en his view to fee advance 

Regions like France ! 

Thus Iprtfumc thrfolitary Moie 
Deems the wide univerfe within his Wtfs. 

Yet let Monfieur, fo happy, prate away;; 
'Tis pity undeceive the popinjay. 



Let 
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Let the pert tripping prig pronounce with pride, 
Barbarian, favage, all the world befide ; 

It is his narrow nature— ceafe^ then blame : 
In Afric I have feen on trees the apes 
Mocking at man, with grins and antic fhapes, 

Who of our /pedes thought the very fame. 

But thou ihouldft (hew more fenfe, my friend Delills ; 
Then pr'y thee take from me a little pill; 
Perhaps 'tis fomewhat bitter — never mind it, 
It cureth puppyifm— I hope thou 'It find it* 

Pride not thyfelf bccaufe a Frenchman horn; 
Thy fame is then upon the hope forlorn ; 

IDoom'd not far dijlant ages to explore : 
Learn to defplfe thy Country — 'tis a fool, 
Cruel, and of Hypocrisy's dark fchool. 

Tyrannic, favage, rotten at the core. 

So much for France— forgive me, lucky Bard-^ 
But Vice Ihould ever meet bis fair reward : 

Yes, let me drag the monfter from his den— 
This trifling Ode perchance may roufe thy gall ; 
If angryy bid thy rage on Jujiice fall. 

The goodly Goddess who now guides my pen* 



TRANSLATION 



G A L LU S. 

AT morn, if Cynthia meet my fight, 
-"^ 'Tis fweet Aurora's blufliing light; 
And if at eve fhe crofs my way. 
The iiar of Venus darts its ray. 



A SECOND 
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A 

SECOND ODE 

TO TB^ 

POETDELILLE, 

TfXtr propoffth veiy important queftions, and fufped«th Monfieur 
Ddille of an inclination to 'whitewaih the black faces of Devils— Pcrer 
giveth a fublime clefcr!ption of French Liberty— ^eter putteth Mills 
in mind of Nature's niggard allowance to every nfian of •»« bead <nilY» 
and of in inconvenience arifing frora the Icrfs of ity on account of the 
difficulty of procoring anotber-^Vtter fagely advMeth Mm to beware o£ 
Barrere^ and think of a return to bis dungpon-— ilBter pi^bitvfquely 
defcribeth the fupports of French Liberty — fbretellcth xht humbled 
Aate of the mrg^ Reformers — ^^ter objefteth not to a general inteU. 
k£lual illumination^ but fcemethto think that a Fratclkman's sttempt 
muft produce only a national conflagratiw ; Peter thus fancying every 
Frenchman a mad Quixote — ^Peter again kindly invitcth his brotbtt 
Bard to £og!and> and condudeth with ^Jlamin^ trait of Barrere* 

JITHO that could fave hb fhip would fuffer wreck i 

Who warble with a rope about his neck ? 
WTm in the Tiger*s mouth would keep his head^ 
With pow'r to draw it from a place fo dread ? 
Wln^ 'midft the charnePs melancholy glooms. 
Would mingle with the refnfe of the tombs. 
With legs to bear him to the fragrant day, 
From reeking bones, and Horror's haunt, away ^ 

And yet thy fong may (lay perhaps to blefs 
A dark divan of Devils— yes. 

Full of their deeds may flow the flatt'ring rh)n3)e; 
Which fong may floutly fwear, that ** Athbks, RdM^ 
•* Ne'er rais'd to Libbrtt an tifuetl dome, 

" Sofacrcd, fo flupendous, fodirind!** 

Yet what is it to Reason's fober eye ? 

A monflrous^fir^^<r-Aoft[/^ that taints the ftjr : 

Withia 
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WJthin a day-fperchance one uttie hovk/ 
Thy courteous u>ng, which foothes the fweeteft f6unt!| 
Tum'd by the pec^le's thunder^ will be found. 

All of a fuddeny vinegar fo four ! 

What b the madding Million's fhouting breath ? 
Black Mu&0er's orgies-^he wild howl of Death ! 

Then quit thy Country— yes, dtfclaim thy mother: 
I^ind !— ^n thy (houlders flands one fimple head ; 
Mind me, but one — and when that one is fled, 

'Twill puzzle thee, I tlunk, Xo^ another. 

Since, then, this head k n»t yet gone, 
Take Peter's counfel^ man, and keep it on. 
Bakrere's red paws are ready now to dart : 
Perhaps to plunge in thy devoted heart. 

Lo, at his voice (to Satan's neara-kin) 
The dungeon gapes perhaps to let thee in ; ' 

Opes his dark jaws, amid the fpedtred gIoon3« 
For thee, z/econ J timt to raife thy moan ; 
Breathe the vain wi(h, and heave the helplefs groan— 

Thou'lt be well furnifh'd bodi with time and room^ 

The columns of your Liberty, Death knows, 
Are cannon, Iwords^ and bayonets, and fpears ; 

The Angels who thjs elorious.pdle compofe. 

Hyaenas, Tigers, Jackalls, Wolves, and Bears : 

Inflead of adamant for afoundatidn, 
, The groaning carcafes of half the nation. 

Dread, of Adversity the humbling pow'r— 
Shaip are her whips of wire, and hard her bats: 

What lad humility awaits the hour. 
When Lordly Lioks grind poor nuce with cats f 

When Jove's own Eagle leaves his fky foV bogs, 
Cracks fnails with crows, and fealls with crocking frogs I 
Yet this, you ^loondrous men muft do ere long. 
If Tr-uth (who feldom fails) awaits my fong. 

Yes, 
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Yes, be; illumined, rcv'rend Age and Youthl.^ 
V/itbyou Vd tear up Superstition's root. 

Dark Fiend ! who from the (acred hand of Truth 
Dares fnatch her torch, and crufli it under foot. 

Tbb were Dame Wisdom's aft ; but, let me add, 

Wisdom and France are foes — ^for France is masl. 

What voice to reafon can z. Frenchman bring ? 

Go, bid with lullaby the tiger fleep ; 
Bind with a fpider's web, the whirlwind's wing ; 

Ai^d with tne wren's fmall plume, keep down the Deep. 

Wrap the black furge within thy hand, fo wifi^ 
And fmother its wild fhunder on the (kies. 

Fr'ythee take counfel, man, and hafie away : 

'Tis vaftly fafcr, I afliire thee, here, 
Since Murder is the order of the day. 

And venom feeds the heart of black Barrere. 

Bar R ere !. who, when in h-Il he fliews his face. 
Each frigbten'd Dcv'l at once will fly the plaf e.. 



FROM 

ANACREON. 

UPON HIMSELF. 



o 



,N fragrant myrtles let me lie. 

And Love, my flave, the wine fupply. 
Too foon we feek the Stygian gloom : 
Time flies; and- fince to duft we go, 
Why idly bid the incenfe flow, 
And (pill the juice upon the tomb ? 

Ah] rather let me quaff the wine^ 
And bid the rofe my brows entwine, 

1 Wliilc 
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While youth, while hieralth the bof6m warms- 
Then pr'ythee. Love, delight mv heart, 
£re DfiAtH difpatch his'certalin daK, 

And bring a Chloe to my arms. 



MAY DAY. 



*T^HE daifies peep from ev'ry field, 
-*^ And vi'lets fweet their odour yield ; 
The purple bloflbm paints the thorn, 
And ilFeams.n^6t tfhe bhiQi <^ morn. 

Then lads and kifes all, be gay, . - - 
For this is Nature's holiday. 

X.et lufty Labour (k!Pp.h)B flail, 
Nor woodman's book-a tf cc aifeil ; 
- The ox iliall ceafe his neck to bow. 
And Clodden yield to reft, the plough. 
Then ladsi ftc. 

behold the lark in et]herfb>at, 
While rapture fwellstbe liquid note ! 
What warbles be, with merry cheer ? 
*' Let Love and Pleasure' rule the year;" 
Thenl^, &:c. 

jLo! Sol looks do#n, with radiant eye, 

And throws a fmile around his fky ; 
J£mbracing hill and vale and ftream, 

And wanning Nature with his beam. 
Then lads, &c. 

The infeA tribes in myriads pour, 
And kifs with Zephyr ev'ry flow'r; 
Shall tJte/e our icy hearts reprove, 
And tell us we are foes to Love ? 
Then lads, &c. 
Vol. m. U PHILlDA'g^ 
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Ar# FINDAXIAKA. 



PHILLTDA's COMPLAINT. | 

WHAT has eftrangcd thy afFeftions from me > What 
have I done, that I fhould lofe thee ? But thou art ' 
fireJ with the objcA that loves thee ; poffibly, becaufc kr 
foleJsappinefs is fouade^ on M//ir. 

SONG. 

WHEN Night fpreads her ihadows around^ 

I wiU watch with delight on thy rcfl ; 
I will (often thy bed on the ground, 
^ And thy cheek ihall recline on my breafl. 

Love heeds not the florm^ and the rain ; 

On me^ let their fiiry defcend ; 
This bofom ihaH fcorn to complain, 

While it Shelters the life of a friend. 

, ; i / • 

What tempts thee to wander «v?ay ? . 

To another^ ah ! doft thou depart ? 
Believe mc, in time thou Wilt ifay, 

None e'er lov'd thee like Prillida's heart. 

Though refolv'd from a Mourner to fly; 

To mem'ry thou flill fliaflt.be dear : 
The winds fliall oft waft thee a figh, 

find the ocean coiivey thee a teat. 



A THIRD 
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PINDARIANA. ><!??>>. *^* 




A 

T n I R D ODE 

TO TM« 

PORT DELILLE. 

The Lyric Bard proclaimeth the. folly of th: prcfcnt French — Adviie^h 
them not to ^arbour paiTions d<y»ading to hu inanity — -Peter, with 
vjondtrful fancyi pourtrayetfi Prudence, and Paffion — Peter takcth 
the part of the late unforiunaie Monarch auJ his Queen, and endcth 
hts Ode with a beautiful ^nJ ape conrtparifon— The Poet then iUuf- 
trateth the actions of the French by a moft appoCice Tale. 

T^ELILLE, th€ worid from laugh can fcarce refrain<^ 
•*-' Moft Sampfoii-like, ye*ve ruin'd a rare pile : 
To fee you building thus, all hands, again. 
On an wy/'s face fo grave rauft plant a fmile. 

So&now, difcard thy weeds, -and dry thy tear&*- ^ 
Pity, difdaio t* embalm them with thy breath: 

Thj^'re linking t^o ! if aught like life appears, - ' 
'Tis Health's ^(?/'« rofe upon the cheek of Dsatb* 

Once baf^inefs was^wr*/, my friend, indeed-* 
. ** We'll have no raore'0*nt,'* mad- ye cry*d, awsjy ! 
^ Change I change 1 we'll cut off the Great Nation's 
" head, 
" And try what the huge Trtrnk^wHlTay.'* 

Off goes the head^— 
The Nation** dead ! 

' i ♦ * ' 

Well, now *tis done — xht bead is off-^i^hatt then ? , 
Ye feem to ftare, like difappotnted men. 
Where was D a m e Fo r e s i g h r ? Ah, y^e filly folk t 
And yet iuis Xooferiws. ft>r a joke. ' . • 

U a Since 
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Sincf, then, the head is off; for Freedom panting, 
What is't ye look for r — "Lord, Dame Frisedom'^ 

" wanting ; 
*' Into a terrible miftakc we fall — ^ 
'* For Tyranny's hard irons bad us all !" 
Iiuleed ! ye juft have found the fec»et out I 
Ye'rc w'l/'er than ye were, good folks, no doubt L 

Alter not things when rul'd by Pafiion — Why ? ' 
13ecaiife good Madam Prudence is not nigh: 

Prudence keeps company that's v2i&\y/oier; 
Prudence is mildly-breathing, Imiling May, 
So full of balmy blolToms, all fogay ; 

Passion, the mad, wide-walhng, wild Oct pBSii.^ 

Prudence, a pretty, pleafiug, ilealine; rill, 
Winning with eaiy lapfe its winding courfe j 

Passion, a torrent rough, fiom hilt to hill 

Tum&iifig and tearing, drowning nian and t)Qrft« 

Prudence is alfo a frefli- water eel, 
ISo calmly gliding through the liquid glafs ; 

Passion, a porpus— tempefts at his heel, 

Flound'rkig 9mi old Qce a n 's thuad'ring ma^ 

Prudenqe is that fm^l pjeafing wornxof l^hf>^ 
Tb^ P]M Ji^dge-regent of the dewy nj^bt .| ,' " 

A little moon to many an infeA race^ 
Who by her fily'ry radiaoce find their vj|r, 
Kibble th^ ftlcefi low'xis; andfipajotd pk^i 

Gsaeoji their loves, daoce, ogle, and canbrace^ 

Passion's a meteor, ikippjng her^ aad there ; 

Hopping o'er hedge and ditch, and fen, and fool, 
Amidft his wild, and fierce, and; mad career. 

Making himfelf indee4 > .dqiy;;ir]gbt fop} : 
And after all, what is this fLi/ig of caper ? 
A fimpl< efaild of fUnking mud and^apour ! 

Why fo'enrag'd4i|ainftpoov Lauis 5^/sw, 
Who, pliable, did everything to /&^^^.^ 
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Att^ 



PINDARTAN'A. *I5 

And why in league againlf his charrtilng Qtjecn, 
R&vfiNGEy and Madness, Mal'ice^ £nvV> S>lken> 

Revenge's company for eveir ftiun : 

Too much of danger frequently appears : 
A kind of weak and overloaded gun, 
• Burfting with' horrid jcr^Oi about -our ear^. 

Ridiculoj^thetc|iH|iph;%MH be fppndi 
When, for a penny'^..vvprt]| wq^loj^.apoundr 
The Mo N A R C:H t,eat . a li{fU of th^ iStatc — 
But fhould ye jheref4;>Tj5 in%dly give hun/o/r ^ 

We fliould not. rage forf trifling. ngattersi 

And bluft'ring kfck the wbrjjd about ; 
It (hews tlie follj?rdfiflif. natures, . . 

For a pih*s head'to vrtakeia rout- 

>-- .< r .'.^ ' \'i^ : : 

Lord ! grant a little fungus, on the* vine 

And Uive, yielding oil awd juice and gladnefs ; . 

Who'd root up the whole trQ.c for^tl nougtitbwt fwiae*-* 
'Twere idiotifm,. fbxpidity, and madnels. ^ 

The following fimple* well-knowh riory (hows, 
What fad misfortune from fuch foUy flows. 



THE 

' KNIQHT AND THE RATS. 

A KNIGHT livM in the Weft not long ago, 
Like Knights in general, not o'enaife^ 1 trow— 
This Knight'is great bam \ras vifited by rats, 
\iLi^\X&oi^\{Q\i\ gins, and owls, and cats; > 

Like millers taking toll of the fweet corn, 
Cacous'd they happily from night to mora^ 
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Lo ! waxing. wrath| that nejd^er gins nor cats. 
Nor owls,' ^ nor poiibu^ coujd deftroy the rats; 
' " I'll nab tliem by a fcheme, by heav*ns," quoth htt 
So of his neighbourhood b^ rous*d the mob, 
Farmers and iaoner? boys^ to do this job j 
His fervants too of high and low degree ; 
And eke the tribes of Do g^ by found of hora. 
To kill the rats that dar'd to tafte the corn,' 

This done, the Knight, refolv'd with god-Rke i«^ 
Ran to his kitcheii i6t a ilick of iire^ « 

From whenceintrfcpB to the bam he ran : ' 
Much like the Ma c edo k la n and £dr Piink^ 
Who, at Perfepolis fo very drunk, 

Did with their Hnks the mighty ruin plan^ 

Now, Wdft the dwelling fiew the hkzingilickr 
Soon from the flames ruih'di forth, the ratsTo thick i 

Men, dogs, and bats, in fiirious war unite — 
The con^uer'd rats lie.iprawting on the ^ouud ; 
The Knight^ with eyes^triump&m:, flares aroundr 

Surveys ttK carnage, ande^joy^tl^Js^t. 

Not e'en Achilles faw, fo blefl, his blade, 
Difmifs wholq legions to ^thVinfem^l (hade -1 
But, lol atlength by thi& rat-finvirig dame,^ ' 
Burnt was the cornr— the walls down4hund'ring came;.' 

The meaning of it was not ferto learn — 
. When turning up thofe biUiarcUbftUs hb eyes. 
That held a pretty portion of furpnfe, 

** Zounds ! what a blockh^d ! I have iurat the ham !?^ 



.i:> ...... ; 

azid; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PIir9ABMAll4» ' ftlj 



A Z I D, 



SONQ OF THE C^PTirE NEGRCX. 

T>OOR Mora eye be wet wid tear, 
^ And heart like lead fink down wid woe^; 
She fecm hcr'mournfbl friends to hear. 
And fee der eye like fountain flow* 

No more (he give me fong fo gav, 
But figh, •* Adjeu, dear DQVL^^^x:* 

No more for deck her head and hair^ 
Me look in ftream, bright gold to £nd i 

Nor feek de field.ipr flow 'r io, faij:,^ 
Wid garland Moil a hair to binck 

** Faco|Fdie Aceamlv I weepuij^ffy, 
« Far oflf.c)^ fields of I>oMA»Ay.» ' 

But why d(> Azip live a.dave^ "" ^ ' 

And fe^ a ftave his Mo r a deair T 
Come^ let \^e leek at once de. grave— * 

No chain, no tyrapt den w^ fe^r,^ 

Ah, me ! I hear a fpirit f^, 
Come, AziD,. come taI>0M ^ hat,'** 

Den gold I find fbrthe&OAce moiv*, ^ ' 

JFbrthQetaiieMsiM!.f^^'rxte{>artr - 

To pleafe de idol I adore, . 

And give wid gold ai^d flo^^'r n^ heajqt^ 

Den let vr^. die and haAe anaayv 
Afid &re«m g^oMosoff DoMAH A,T«> 

' ' * ■" TO 
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PiN^AKtAtTA;* 



TO CYNTHIA. 



AH, what an envious rogue is Time,' 
Who means one day to crop thy prime t 
This were a barb'rous deed, I vow, 
K thus the Tyrant can behave^ - < 
Lord*, let us cmappoiiu the Rnave, 
And let me take thofe beauties novz. 



THE 

CRUELTY m ^NEAS 

, TO- 

QUEEN DIDO. 

I FORGIVE Man ahneff any crime footier than bar- 
barous ingratitude t<Jwards charming Woman. What 
^ brute was the pious i^lneas to his Mistr&ss, the beau- 
tiful and unfortunate Queen of Carthage ! How 
cafily a Poet of Virgil's imagination could have given a. 
tear to the eye, and a compaffionate figh to the foul of hi& 
Hero, at parting with a rrincefs who had fo hofpitably 
entertained him, and fo completely ifiade him happy \. 
and thus, by adding a fliining^ amiable,, and coniiilent 
tr^it to his charafter, liave rendered him an obje6l of 
efteem inftead of eternal coBdeainatidn !.:6iit let the bafe 
afiion be recorded oa the |>yrainid of ^x^/^^. poetry, a». 
well as of the Romanl ^ ' 

When w^ ^neas left the widow Dido, 
MoS infamws towards her was his carriage; 

•* Madam,'' quoth be, " all men would a^ as /^fi-^. 
•• You will not fwear I ever offered marriageJ** 
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** nris very true," cry'd Dido, with a figh ; 

Their from her eyes the tears began to roll ; 
And then ihe mov'd from him, refolv'd to die^ 

And make a bonfire of herfelf, poor foul ! 

What did the pious Hero ? — march'd on board f 
Fell faSi afleep,. aiii like a bullfrog fnor'd.' - 



THE WORLD. 



THIS world's a ehjirming world, I da declare—' 
The man who und,erftands it, I fuppofe, 
May, with a modicum, oi fenfe and care, 
Coavert with eafe e^ch thm i^tp a rofci.. 

But folks become fuch ide6tt^ orare torn;- 
They change life's fragrant rofe into a thorny 
On ev'ry fmile of Ainfliiait, fliag Axloud» 
And then on ov^rFoitTUNE cry aloud. 



*_ QN.,aPNJTJ&; 



"TVEARLY I likp t9 fl^©^ G^tnivp ^^PX^^ ; . 

-*^ Mark his rich jplumes, and eye his (oaring wing 5 

But Dkath too ieoii ^rr^^s hU ^gl<s fligbti 
- Not long upoDrthe ipeteor can we gaz-?-^ 
From the dairk element, th^ lightmng-s blaze^ 

That breaks^ and fuJideD. (Uuts in pHcty. .<H^ltf , . 



T# 



y google 



%lB riNDARlAKA. 

TO A 

YOU N G L A D Y>\ 

WITB 

COLLINSES PQEMS. 

A MID thefe leaves, where Collins ftines^ 
**• Lovs boafts, alas t no golden fines j 

From Love the Batd was free : 
What lofs ! what pity, that his eye 
(To give his heart the fwectefl figh) 
Beheld no Nymph ]lkcjAee/ 



SONG. 



•pAREWELL to the fragrance of motto ; 
-*- Farewell to the fong of the gh)vc— 
I go from my Delia forlorn 5. 
I go from the Dku^ter of Love \ 

I was told that I ought not to pze 
On the Beauty by which I'm tiridone;: 

But how cm) id I hide ifrcfm their raysf? 
What toortaU. can fly from the Sun > 



FROM 
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FROM ANACREON* ' 

'ON irOMAN. 

Tr\AME Nature, from her ftore fo kind, 
•■-^ To bulls, the guarding horns affign'd, 

And arm'd with hoofs the bounding deed ; 
Teeth to the lion's jaws fhe gave ; 
Fins to the tenant of the wave ; 

And cloth'd the little bare with fpeed. 

But what (hould Nature grant the Fair ? 
Grant ! — Beauty's fafcinating air : 
With this the Charmer takes the field. 
And bids the world to Woman ;^ield. 



To NANCY OF THE ROSE* 



O 



NANCY ! wilt thou ^o with me, 
And all the Poet's trcalure fee, 
My garden-houfe, my temple-rooms ? 
There (liall I dwell on thofe black eyes, 
And-pour my tuneful foul in fighs, 
And catch thy panting breath's perfumes. 

Will Nancy quit the noify bar, 

And founds that thus with mufic war. 

Of vulgar Coachman, Drayman, Porter; 
That I may prefs thy purple lip. 
And Love's delicious neaar fip. 

And in his prettied language court her? 

Ah ! Nanct, now I hear thee fky^ 

^ Lord blefs us ! Vat the youthful May, 
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** And you arc Autumn, Sir — September i 
** And therefore we by no means fnit." 
Dear Nancy/ tbsft*S th^^tkne for fiiivt^ 

Thou furely oughteft to remember. 

Then bleft togctlier let us wing— ;- 
IrfOve^nly hlojffhms in the Springs 



FROM ANACREON. 

HASTE, let the rofes bind our haii^ 
And merjy jeft and laugh^prepare; 
Sehold a blooming Maid advance ! 
She waves the fpear with ivy bound. 
And to the lute's enchanting found, 
With tempting foot, begins the dance. 

And, breathing balmy odours, lo '! 
A youth, whole locks luxuriant flow ; 
The lyre he fweeps, and fweetly fings. 
Accordant te the tuneful firings. 

And fee, to mingle in our joy. 
With golden locks, the Paphjan boy; 
And Bacchus too, with beauteous mien; 
And Her, of all the Loves the Qiieen : — 
They come in pleafuresto engage, 
That^d. with fniiles the gWoai of Age. 



'O0X 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



ODE. 

A. VBW,v AND MO&AL^ AND SEKfOVt TROUOHV» 

HOW difF'rendy, at diflf'rent times, 
The felf fame objefb ilrike our fenfes ! 
Thus fays Sir Oracle, the man of rhymes ; 
And thus, to prove iv he conunenceau 

^ dweet are the blufhes and the fmiles of mom^ 

I • The fong of birds, and dew-befpangled thorn, 

I To fwains whofc? hearC^ acre perfmly at eafe i 

Sweet are the fyHtsnian of the gplden ray. 

To fwains prepared to take their early u^ay 

To hill and vale and wander where th^ pleafe. 

But not to fwains the morning, fmile is fweet, 
Drefs'd out in irons— doom'd, ere noon, to p;reet 

The rope and tree,, that much their fpirits flurry; 
They fee, with very, very diflf 'rent eyes^ 
The fun in hii his golden robes arife. 

And wiih lum not to travel-in a buny; 

Sweet is. the Parfon's noteto" fwains at church-^ 
Who, lull'd to flumber, Iteve him in* the lurch 

Whom neither manners nor religion check : 
Yet, ahi moft^erribfc would be, I wot. 
That Parfon's folemn admonition note 

T« thofe fame fwains with ropet about the neck. 



SON G. 

"II^HEN bleeding Nature droops to dici. 
^ ^ And begs from Heav'n. th' eternal flecp, 
Hard is the heart that caunot figh, 

4^nd curs'd the eye that fcorns to weep! '' 

Vol. III. X How 
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i^4 prmDAftiAKA. 

How rich the tear by Pity (bed ! 

How fwcct her lighs for human woes f 
They pierce the manik>ns of thevdead. 

Am footh the fpeftre's pale repo£?* 



5 O N G. 



O CRUEL Maid, adieu < adieu I 
Thy lofs I ever fliall deplore } 
A thoufand niefs my path purfuc, 
And joy wall g^U.tby path no more* 

Loft to the worW— sof hope bereft— 
I view mv fete with ftrcaming eyes— 

By Love forgot, by Friendship left. 
By all deferted but my £ghs. 



MODES OF COURTSHIP. 

OLo'Vit thytempkisaerowdidliiiH— 

Aa^f ^ } how vaikiB an tUy ways tomi / 

PE ro NS H I R E'HO B'* LOVE. 

JOANNY, my dear, wut ha poor Ho* ? 
Vor I'm upon a coortin job — 
Gadfwunds! Ifsleck thee, Joan; 
rd fcrt vor thee— Ifs, that Ifs wud ; 
lis love thee well, as pigs bve mud, 
Or dogs to gna a bone. 

What thoff Ifs ban't fo hugeous fmurr, 
Forfooth leek voaks that go to curt ; 
Voakes zay Ttti perty vitty ; 



Uri, 
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I^ord, Joftn, a man may be ^s//'z)e» '; ; 
Ha a long pufs, and kcp a wive, ^^ 
That ne'er zeed Lundun zitty.- 

A man may ha the beft o'hearts, 
Although no chitterlins to's fharts. 

And lace that gentry uze ; 
Theed'ft veiid me honeft— Ifs, rert do\m» 
Altho' thee had fn 't got a gown. 

Nor (lockings vath ner ihoozCb 

Now, Jo AKKT, • pf'ythee dant now Mt<h ; 
Vor zich, Ifs wudd'n gee a rifli ; 

Dant copy voakes o' town : 
No, Joan, don^ gee thy sel an lur,- 1 
And ren and quat, juft leek a hare,' 

And tl^nk^l'llliiuat thee dowa. 

No, that^sdam voalifh, letmczayy 
No-— dant ren off, and heed away, 

X.eek paltriges in ilubble : 
No, no^ nthe eafieft means be befl ; . 
Ifs-can't turmoil, an iooze one's reft; 
. BTs can't avoard the trouble. 

Now, Jo AW, beleek, thee waantft to know^ 
About my houze-keppin andzo, 

BevOfe theetak'il the noaze— ^ 
Why viefli an dumplin ev'ry. day ; 
But az vor Zunday^ let me zay, 

We'll baa gud vat gooze, 

Zumtimes we'UTia a choice fquab-piey 
Andzum days we wull broil and vry. 

And zum days roafi^ ye flue ; 
Ka az vor Zyder, thee ihat guzzle, 
Zo much, Joan, as will tire thy muzzle^ 

£qow tofplet^'.gut. 

X% No# 
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.094 ' PlNI>A*]tXAWA* 

Now bre& thy meeodi zay ** dun, an dun f* 
Fli make thee ^^od hufband, mun ; 

And, Joan, TH love thee dearly ; 
Ifs waantdo leek our neighbour Flail, 
That huffth his wive, and kickth her tail, 

And drafhth her juft leek barely. 

Jo A VNY, Ifs now have broke my meend ; 
Zo fpeak, and let the bifnefs eend, 

And dant fhnd fhiUy flially ; 
•But if thee wutt'n — Lord, lay't alone ; 
-Go hang thy xel vor me, mun, Joak 

J'U curt thy zeiler Molly. 



^ 



1* O M AND DOLLY. 

ji STjiBLE CANTATjt. 
TIECITATIVE. 

A MIDST his ftraw, as Tom, a ftable-fwain, 
*"- Did fwecp andiigh, but fwept and figh'd in rain^ 
OoLLY, theuook, peep'd in upon her *fquir6. 
And begg'd a wifo of ftraw to light her fire ; 
ToK gave the wilp, and, leaning on his broom, 
'Thus woo'd the fquabby Nymph of Bacon-bloom, 

A I R. 

O Dolly, not a horfe nor nag, 
Of which my ftable loud may brag, 

Can boafl a head like thine ; 
Nor has a faddle got a fkin 
So fleek as thy fweet cheek and chin. 

Or doth fo nobly fhine. 

But thou art ofiF, 'tis plainly ften— 

Yes,^ Dolly, I have loft the rein, 

Tho4i mifchievous contriver ^ 
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'^ gaU^ alack ! my puiting hearty 
I'm Aire thou art refolv'd to pait^ 
And marry Dick the Dri^ex» 

^iell, Doll, I cannot bear it long^ 
SkOVB flicks into me Jike a prong. 

And fets my fidesa bleeding : 
VUtcU thee, Oolly, without 'fibs, 
Thou haCft fo curricomb'd my xibsi 

Thatlamoff my feeding. 

' <2FBBKof the dripping-pan, O&y, 
How canft thou hear thy Thomas bray|^ 

Nm" one kind anfwer utter ? 
How canft iliou fee thy Stable-'Sguice- 
Roaft at tiune ey^s, like beef at fiie^ 
Nor melt away Jike butter ? 

But thou art grown fb proud of hte:; • 
Thou !cutf ft upon me iike a plate^ . 

As ftiort too as a cruft; 
And then, with /uck a fcoiiiful eye, 
Thy ikoulders raised by fMidefo high, . 

All like a turkey trufs'd. 

rSut, drive the Diving-doe away^ . 
'Give my Ibu^'d Love a loot of hay,\ 

For I'm in woeful darker ; 
But if thod wilt not widi me dwell, , 
Horfes, andfaddles, all farewell. 

Brooms, hay-lof^ bin, and mangec* 

>ll5ClTAT«rB*' 

Tom having finiflf d in a difmal tone, 
Wip'd his two dropping eyes, and gave a groan; 
Then, fighing, faid it was a cruel thinj^ 
Thus like a difliclout his poor heart to wring. 

Xj The. 
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ai6 -iFtifiJAitp/nrA. 

The Nymph, as carefefs of tile hoie (h^ ftdCkfiig !) 
In Tom's poorbleecfing heArt as vil^r Jhcking^ 
'Low curtfying to her fcSemn, fighing (warn, 
i^eturn'd, wim equed fvyeetnefi fraught, the ftrain. . 



All.. 



Dear Thomas, I pity thy love ; 

But, Thomas, thou wilt not expire : 
Ciike a ladle of dripping 'twill prove. 



"PI 
itfy 



That I frequently fling on the fire. 

^It makes a mo^ woiideriRil b^ee, 

And frightens the ehhnney, no doitbt; 

Sets the family. aH in amaze ; 
But, Thomas, it quickly goes out, 

before we were married' a yisnr, 

Mighty Love, he would lofe all his forces^ 
And the mulical toi^e ef thy Befor^ 

Would yield to'the neigh of thy horfes. 

^I believe ihatth^ tlunkeft fincov. 

This fwaet pajffi^ would laft all thy Uft I 

Sut too many can tell with a tear, 

They have thought the iame thing of a viife. 

Tooefenwe find, toourcoft. 

That the Pa ssions are eafily cloy*d ; 

That the objc£l which pleafes us mofi^ 
Is the obje^ that ne'er wzs€njoy*a* 

yLwe-matches may do very well, . 

-In worlds where folks never want meat; 
-^Butin this, 'tis with ferrfw^Jtell, 

We asc looking for fomewhat to eat. 

^Dessr Tbom a s^ then let me alone 

To my roafting, and boiling, and carving^; 

^J don't like to live on a ^o»tf— 

Lord 1 Bothioj;'^ more difmal than fiarving* 



To 
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PrifBAftlAKA. ^^ 

"To thy ftabte Aen Hide all thy life $ 

That will bring theetby meat ev'iy ianfi 

A houfcfijl of httXi and a wife ! 

What would they f— toAjp toMeit^nvay. 



S O N G, 

<r\ NYMPH! of TonTUNfi's fmiles bewane^ 
^^ Nor heed the Syren's flattering tongue; 
She lures thee to the haunts of Care, 
Where Sorrow pours a ceafelefs fong. . 

Ah ! what are all her piles df gold > 
Can thofetbe hofts of Cars eontroutf 

The fplendor which thine eyes behold^ 
Is not the funfhiae of ^e foal. 

To love^one thy homage piqr, 
The Queen of ev Vy ume delight: 

Her fniiles with joy (hall gild th)r daiy^ 
And blefs the yjiions of t^ night. 



M^ 



;SEA COURTSHIP. 

fADAM! Madam! I have juft received a- poetidtl 
Billet-doux from my furious Sea-Caliban ; ini* 

SudenceandhumiHty, refolution and weaknefs^ hope and 
efpalTi forming the fum total. Permit me to read it» 

Hawser /9 SvSAK. 

Mifs Susan, I think it in vain 

To groan any more for that face^ 
Your behaviour hath prov'd it fo plain^ 
That to others I give up the chace. 
v#^ ^efy re/oh' Jj Mr, Lieutenant. 

About 
\ 
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About Lore^ I-fluII make no more pocber-* 
. You kiloir ^t I'm not veiy rich ; 
YcC I'd man you as well as another, 
And flkk to your tunbefsUke fstch. 
Jftce ftickhig-'platfier indeed ! 

' lam out in my reckoning, 'ds clear,"- 

As yourirowns^md your crudities prove— v 
Since I thotigbt to have anchored, my dear. 
In your arms that fweet harbour of lavei 
l^ety elegmmty tender^ and metsphoricaii- 

And dioimh you (o fcomfol are grown^ 

Let juuice be done^ by the Lord ! 
You'fc a (hiart Jittlefir^te, I own, 
As a feaman would wi(h for to board* * 
Jhuik^cj Mr. Lietaetumt (curtfies.). 

Yet, Susan, befcHe we depart, 

And I beg thoufl»t not^ake^it jmkind, - 
"Since your meers havereftor'd me my hearty » 
if I give thee a faece of my mind^' 
Sjallmeansy IVIr. Hawser. 

Inflead of my tears and my Jghsj 

Which you, iaughing, kM^A LeF9^wter^grue!:i^ 
Could guineas have rain'd from my eyes, 
By CS — thou hadft never been cruel. 
•Impudent rogue! 

And yet, ihoulcl the wind dhop afbotii;' 

And thy mouth ceafe this d-mh'd fquall/weatber^ 
Let us 'fend for old Th u m p-cus h ion* ou^ . 
And fwing in a hammock together. 
J^cveff never ^ indeed^ poor Jh»ain. 

* The Pridl. 
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D A P H 1* E, 

Oft THB 

SONG OF THE SHEPHERDESS, 

FAREWELL the beam of early day ! 
Cold on the eye the valley fedesj 
The ri v*let mourns upon its way, ^ 

And (pedres feem to liaunt the Ihadei. 
Thefe eyes, alas ! no pleafure fee, 
Since C o l i n 's love is chsmg'd from «r«w 

Adieu the crook he gave my hand ! 

Adieu the flow'rs that deck my hair ! 
Go, doves, and leave your iilken baad^ 

^oce Daphne is no longer finr. 
Thefe eyes, &c, 

Let nought by Daphne be pofleft-^ 
The myrtle-wreath that binds ny brew; 

The knot of love be gave my breaft, 
Deep bluihing for tus broken roWf 
Thefe eyes, &c. 

liCt all his tokens meet his eye-— 

From Daphne all his gifts depart) 
And let me fend with the^ a /igA^ 

To tell him of a broken hes^ 
Thefe cyes,*ikc. 



M A D H I G A L, 

A H ! iay not that the Ba&d grows old«-* ^ 
-^^ For what to me are palfing years? 
I feel ndt Ags's palfied cold-— 
To-daj like yeilerday appears* 

WhcM 
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When Beauty beams, the world is gay ! 

What mortal is not tken alive ? 
Thus kindling at its magic ray, 

/wr/?wnpieapS back- to ^tnty^five; 



ODE 

TO 

rW^ MWE IN A TRAT. 

<!!0, Sir, andMABAM, you at length arc taken, 
**^ After your dantes over chetffe and bacon, 

And tailing ev*ry dainty in your way; 
Now to my queftion anfwer, if yDu pleafe— - 
Apeak, did' ye wutkt the bacon or the cheefe ? 

What fort of a defence d'ye fet up,~ pray ? 

Thus at free-c^ tabreakfaft^dine, and fup ! 
£*en wiJ^ JuDtiB-BULLBA ou^ht to hang you up,: 

So full of tlie fweet milk of human nature ! 
What ibrt of fate, -young people fhould ye choofe ?^ 
In purling ftreams ydur pretty mouths amufe, 

Or feed the cat's fond jaws, thatfer ye water?' 

I fee ye arc two lovers by your eyes ; 
I hear ye are two lovers by your fighs : 

But what avail your looks, or what avail 
Tour (i^hs fo Toft, or what indeed vaurtearii^ 
Or what your parting agonic*^ and^jars,. 

Since Death muft pay a vifit to your jail? 

Ay« you may kils and pant, a ad pant and ki{% 
And put your pretty nofes through the wire; 

Ay, peep away, fweet Sir, and gentle Mifs ; 

No more ttie moon (hall mark your am'rous fin^ 

Aruui.d the loaded pantry pour the ray, 

And guide jrour gambols with her lilver <iagr,- 

J * Youf 
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Your prifon-door now, culprits, ktmeope— 
NoWf now ! you're off! it is a lifcfy hop. 

-Yc'rc in the right on't, nimble nymph and fwain t 
Go, rogues— biit if once more I catch yod herd?^— 
What then ? what fien / —why tfaien, I (brongly fear^ 

Ye little robbers, you'll efcape a^n. 

Thus let me imitate Judge Buller*s deeds. 
Beneath whofe fentence fcaf ce a felon bleeds ; 
•Who, as the fur of foxes trims his gown, 
The hand of Mercy lines his heait with Dowm. 



THE MISER 

AMD 

THE D E R ri S E. 

?rHE Mifer Sh^rdi onhis fick-bed lying, 
•*' Affrighted, groaning, wheezing, praying» .figjhing, 

Expe^ingev'ry hour to iofe his breath— 
Entera Dervise— " Hofy father, fay, 
^ As life feems parting from this iinftil clay, 

** What can preferve rae from the jaws of Death ?" 

•* A facrificc, dear fon — good joints of meat, 
^* Of lamb, and mutton, for the Priest and Poor; 

** Nay, from the Koram Ihonldft thou lines repeat, 
** Th/e lines may polfibly thy health rcftorc," 

« Thank ye, dear Father ! yo» haw faid tmmgk^ 
•* Your counfel has ulrea^ giv*n me eafe j 

•* Now as my (heep are all a gjreat way ofl^ 
•* I'll quote our holy Karan^ if you pkafe." 

To 
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TO I>ELIA^ 

TXELIA, thou xndiy doft not know thy woidi*^ 
^ Nktmikb lias made a very idie blunder^ 
To give thee rofes^ lilies, and fbioitfay 

EyeSy dimply merely to excite our wtntdar* 

Ste^^tier girls^ of far inferior charms ! 

Behold them fpreading through the world alarms^ 

With not one -quarter of thy ammunition ; 
Dark*ning the dangerous air with dreadful darts ;: 
Transfixing Lovers' livers, heads, and hearts^ 

Putting the beaux into a fad condition ; 

Whilft thou, fo idle, mak'ft not^ Jiia»4hy game^ 
As though the creature were not worth thy aim.. 
But, De^lia, come— on /» thy prowefs try ; 
Let loofe the lightpiags of thy coal-black eye; 

Attack, purine — ^liike the dangerous fh-ift— 
Sweet Nymph, 'listen to one thou lay'ft me low; 
Yet do not kili me, my dear generous foe. 

But noake^me/f^V^Kr tatky arm/nrHfe^ 



SONG. 



Tf7^ERE FotTUNB refens in fpkncBd. pride, 
^ ^ What madding thoufinds crowd hpi: ihrint ! • 
With fweet fimplicity their gu^c, 
O Lovs,. h&w few refort to tkifie f \ > 

Yet when of Fo?tunkS fmile poflefs^d, 

The figh for ot/ier ds^ys they pour j 
Some fecret fortow flings the brcaft. 

And languor-loaded crawls each hour. 

Jut 
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Bat Lo V e's pure joys unfullied laft ; ' 

His votVies tafte a blifs fublime, 
Sigh to regain the moments paft, 

Aiid wifli to clip the win^ of Time» 



Sl/SAfT. 

"y^HAT a pretty hunicaiK- about our ears ! Well ! 
^^ thank Heaven, a^d our good old ihip, for his 
holding; his head fb long dhore water, we are not jot 
down into Davy Jonbs's locker. 

SONG. 

Good Lord ! when I think of the ftorm, 
And, oR N«PTfJN^, thy h#rriWr %ieen, 

That endeavour'd to make of this form 
A feaft for the fifh at nineteen ! 

It had giv*n my poor heart fome alarms, 

As well as fome grief to my fpark, 
To have found, that, inftead of his arms, 

I had fiird up the mouth of a Jhark. 

Dear Neptune, a Sweetheart is mine- 
Not a handfomer England polTefles: 

Shouldfl thou bury thefe limbs in thy brine. 
They will.lofe a whole world of careffcs. 

^ Oh ! afford mrone glance of my lover— 
Oh ! grant but one kifs from my fwain; 
Thou fhalt drown me a thoufand times over, ' 
If ever I truft tiee again* 



VoullU X SONG. 
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SONG. 



ipROM me^ fince Hope hath wing'd her way, 
-■- To yield to luckier fwains delight. 
Ah ! will not Comfokt lend a ray 
To gild my bofom's dreary night ? 

Yes 1 yes ! to footh my burning breaft, 
As lar from Delia's form I rove, 

1*H boaft that once this heart was bleft, 
And tell the ftory of my Love. 



TO VENUS. 



o 



VENUS, wherefore is my figh 
To Delia's beauty breath'd in vain ? 
Ah ! why her cold and clouded eye, 
That fun -like Ihone upon her twain ? 



A time there was, when thou wert kind. 

And gav'ft fuccefs to ev'ry pray *r ; 
When ev'ry figh was fure to find 
. A figh congenial from the Fair. 

A time there was, when Delta's breafl 
At all my griefs with grief would gjpw, 

The Nymph would lull the florm to refl, 
And fobth with ev*ry charm my woe. 

Yet Venus, wherefoe'er fhe flies. 
To Delia all thy blifTes give: 

In me a Jingle fhepherd dies, 
Inhery behold, ?i tkoufand live I 



EPI- 
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^INDAHIANA* a5j 



E P I TA PH, 

r\ THOU, removal from this world's ftrife, 
^^ Whofe relics here below are laid, 
May Peace, who watchM thy harmlefs life. 
In death proted thy gentle Shade ! 

Yet not alone around thy bier, 

Thy Ckxldrjen*s fighs unfcign'd afccnd; 
The mourner Pity drops a tear. 

And Vi KT u B weeps a vanilli'd friend* 



ODE 

TO A 

COUNTRY hoyden: 

TTXEAR DojLLY, ftay thy fcamp'ring joints one minute^ 
-*^ And let me aflc thee, mad-cap Girl, a <jueftion— 
Somewhat of confequence there may be in it. 
That, frobahly^ mayn't fuit thine high digeflion* 

Pray what's the meaning of the prefent glee I 

To ride a nannygoat, or afs, or pig ? 
Or mount an ox, or ride an apple-trec, 

And on the dancing limb enjoy a jig ? 

Perhaps tliou art infefted with an itch 
Toplague a poor old Crone, baptiz'd a WitcJi f 

To imoke her in her hovel — ^kill her cats, 
Or lock her in, and rob her garden's peas, 
Kick down the lame old granny's hive of bees. 

And breafc her windows in witli flones and bats. 

y % Far- 



Digitized b\ CjOOQ IC 



236 pinOariaNa. 

Perchance to rob an orchard thou may'ft long, 
Or neighbour's hen's neft of its eggs, or young; 

Nay, ileal the mother-hen to feot : 
Perchance thou haften'ft, fond of vulgar joys, 
To tumble on the haycocks with the boys. 

And kc them take, at will, the fweet falute. I 

Thou makef! a long face, aild anfwer'ft thus— 
•* Lord, then about a trifle what a fufs ! 

" As though a body miglit not ride a pig, 
** Or nannyeoat indeed, or ox, good me ! 
•* Or our old Neddy,* or an apple-tree, 

" Juft for one's health to have a little jig^! 

" Of Where's the mighty harm, upon my word, 
"In taking a few eggg, or chicks, or hen ? 

** The farmers can*t be ruin'd by't, good Lord I 
" Papa fays that they^'re all fublhuitlal men. 

" Or Where's the harm t6 ride upon a gate ? 
•* To fnub one fo, indeed, at fuch a rate ! 
♦' I've tumbled from the trees upon the ftones, 
" And never broke, in all my life, my bones : 
■**' See, Sir, I have not nHe black fpot about me ! 
" Tis cfuel, then, for nothings thus to flout mc. 

** Or wlere's the mighty crime, I wonder, pray, 
•* With^Coufm Dick to tumble on the hay?' 
*' Juft like a Baby with her Doll you treat'one ! 
*' Marry come up I why Confin Dick won't eat one \ 
** And then, forfooth, what mighty harm would come, 
" In having bits.of fim with Coufin Tom?'? 

DoxLY, thy artlefs anfwefs force my fmile— 
I readily believe thee void of guile ; 

My lovely girl, I think thou mean'ft no harm : 

* A name freq^uently given to a Jack-»& 



But 
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Bttt had I daughters juft like z^^?^, letloofe^ . 
2 verily ihould think myfelf a goofe,. / . . 
To mark each colt-like lafs luhUut alarm, 

Doll, get thee hdme^ and tell Mama^ fo mildy 
So fearful that a/rtraw would i/7/ her child^ 

That nofev'n birchxo kill that child is able ; 
And tell thy Father ^,2iiovA fool, from me^ 
To look a little fliarppr after /^^^, . "^ 

Clip thy wild tongue, and tie thee to the table;' • 



THE GRAVE OF EURIPIDES^ 

AN ELEGY, 

Suppofed tQ he /poken ojt the Spot, 

f\ THOU, whofe deeply-piftur^d fcenes of woe 
^^ From- Grecian eyes could force the pitying {how*r !' , 
Permit a S xr ang e r h figh u nfeign'd to flow- 
Indulge liis hand to flrew the fweeteft flower* 

I know I fhall not by tHy Sha-de be /corn'd. 
Who boaft my birth from Albion's free tlomain ; 

Where Nature's foul, like thincy in SnAKSPEA^if 
- mourn'd,. 
Where Milt.oit's j^enius pour'd th' immoital flrain. 

Tet, lo ! a r^ce of this degenerate age, 

Sons of thoft Sages, Heroes, Bards, whofe name . 

6ave fplendor to the fair hiftoric page, 
Forgets the glory of the Grecian name. 

y. 3 ~ Imarfc 
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I mark you, foti of Adiens, with a fi^h f ; 

Of Pow'r, of Ighoranci, thcabjcftfflavtf *--^-. 
Fear on his check, and mis'nr in his eye, 

He wanders near thee, heedlefs of thy grave I 

Where is thy feme ? In Grdcce no ntorc divine^ 
It pours on Albiok's i!fte the radkm day ; 

There, with a nnon-tide h^re m^ it (hine, 
And gild my country wtthimdoitded ray : 

Each night retiring, as I whiiper peace, 
With each adieu the tear will fteal away ; 

To think that Thou the fong of gods fhouMft ceaie^ 
And, dying, mingle with the meaneft clay* 

Though Greece forgets thee, yet on Fancy's wing 
From diibnt Albion will I oft return; 

Crown thy cold fod wkh all the blooms of Sfriko^ 
'And envy the rich earthMiat holds thy ur». 



SONG to CYNTHIA. . 

n^HE Youth by Love and Hope bjttray'd^ 
-^ Who' breathes his ardeut vows in vain^ 
learns to forget the fcomful Maid, 
And brare^'^ breaks her galling chain, 

•* f arelydl (he cries) a ftuitlefs fiartre ; 

" A Nymph lefs cruel let me find ; 
" The world holds many a blpombg Dame; 

" An equal Chloe may be kind." 

^ The prefoDt inhftbitaats of Greece fully anfwer this defcrlption. 

But, 
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iut, ah ! how hard the Lover's Atey 

Who feels the trhimph of tAine eye f 
What Virgin fhali Ais fires abate, 

And footh kis bofom's hoplefs figh? 

For, lol tl» Lovts, to mkkc thee fair^ 

Agreed with cv'ry charm to part j 
And all the Vihtues too declare, 

They robWd ddr pw«,'to gjr^ce tfy heart* 



HYMN TO LOVE. 

OOUL of the \yorld, and eflence of delight, 
*^ Oi thee I think by ^ay, and dream by. nighty 

For I*m a bachelor — a good old maid t 
Yet no^j^y O Love, a pretty woman's fmiles 
Could mak* me dance at leaft a dozen miles^ 

Without a ftick indeed, or horfe*s aid. 

Such rapture from thy bloom each moment feels f 
Such mercury thou putteft in one'^s heels \ 

Did Jove prize charming woman^ juft like me^ 
Of charming woman, we fhould find a deartfj ; 

In beauty^ what a defert there would be t 
Scarce one fweet female ta delight our earth* 

And then, O Cykthia ! whom thefe tyes adore; 
' Whofe form, and iace, and naind, no rival know ; 
Yes, thou fair Maid» to that imtravdl'd ihore, 

To charm theTHtJNDERER,wouldft be doom'd to gd; 
And leave, alas ! thy fighing ihepherd here. 
Who never wants a Mus e when thou art near. 

And now to tkee^ O LovE^ ag»n I turn — 
How canft thou bear an earttdy Angel mourn? 

Avi€« 
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A viaim to the vultures of Despair I 
A witlefs vidini to the villaia's fnare! 

How fee vile ifcfe* ber virtue undermine. 
And bid the fkireil form of Nature pine?' 

Why fuffercft thou her bofoth's fofteft figh ?- 
How canft thou, unreveng'd, furvey the Maid ; 
Hear her foul's grief, behold her beauty hde ; 

yay, hoi>ror! the poor lamb-like vifHoiiZ/V ^' 

Lo, poor deferted Julia ! once how fair; 
With cheek fo wan and pale, and fcatter'd hair ; 

Her gentle heart by Lovers mad tempeft torn V 
She runs, fhe^ flops, and wildly flkres around ! 
Now nails the eye of thought into the ground ! 

Now, drown'd in tears, fhe lifts its beam forlorn ;, 

Pale as the moon, amid ft the midnight ftorn?. 
When rains and driving, clouds her face deform l! / 

She grafps the earth — the fod her fingers tear- 
Now wearied, difappointed, to the ikies 
She lifts her lids of woe and plaintive liglis> 

('Soul-piercing found !) " Alas, he is not here !'*" 

Rich pearls of forrow from their fountains ftray,. 

And drop (too precious for the ground !) away.. 

•* How could he, cruel, give my heart a blow }*/ 
She moans — now fits upon the bank and fings ; 

Oft breaks her dirge with lengthened fighs of woe^, 
And,, paufing, mutters incoherent tlungs.. 

Now' plucking lilies from the fod,. (he cries^. 

** Sweet flow'rs^ I once was innocent likcjour 
^' The tear, alas ! a ftranger to thefe eyes— 

" Nor blufii my cheek, nor. woimd my bofom knew.'.'- 

Now with a fmile,. and now withirndtingwail,. 
She whifp'ring tells of Colin's Love the tale* 

Again. 
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Again her mind is on the wing ! fhe ftarts ! 
Hope to heF eyes her eagle b^un imparts 1 

Sudden (he fpring$ from earth — ** He*s there, he's there—* 

** I fee him pafs the flood— dear Colin, dear ! 

** Thy Julia calls thee — 'tis thy Julia, ftay— 

" Thy Julia calls tbee — ^wherefore hafte away? 

** Thy Julia loves thee — do not, cniel, fly? 

" Stay, or thy Jun a's heart with grief will kie — 

** If danger urge, that danger let me fhare ; 

" Thoivmuftnotliveunv^tch'dbyJuLiA'scare.'* 

Sweet wretch! in vain her i?et the phantom chace ! ^ 

Wildly (lie plunges 'mid the torrent's roar- 
She (hrieks ! her arms her fencied Love embrace. 
She grafps the gulph-— ah ! foon to grafp no more. 

Loft Maid ! in vain the (liepherds try \o/ave f 
Breath'd is her fpirit in the whelming wave ! 
No loifger doom'd Life's bitter cup to tafte^ 
Behold her hours of woe for ever paft t 

Deaf to the fong of Fl att*ry, now, her ear ! 
Deaf to a Demo?i*^ whifpers once (b dear ! 

Cold too the bofom of the once warm maid ! 
The heart that fwelt'd with Love's delicious Iighs, 
Still, in its (ilent cell of darknefs Hes, 

And dim her eyes in Death's eternal (hade. 
Thofe orbs that fparkling bade a world adore, 
Ah, doom'd to fparkle, and to ftreamno more ! 

Lo 1 on the bank her' pale limbs ftretch*d along; 
Amidft the forrows of a rural throng ! 
A fight to ftrike the voice of Rapture mute, 
, And wake the Hnderefi ftring of Pity's lute ! 

Thee, thee, her murd'rei% Vengeance fooa(baU find, 
Sure blood-houndy trace thee in the weepbg wind ; 

Purfue 
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Purfue thcc irhere the Desert grins wftB dieadi; 
For not to man again fhalt thou return— 
A fhrlnking world thy Cain-like form fhall fpurn^ 

And kneeling curfe thee with it» keeneft breath. 

Smote and unburied, ihall thy carcafe. lie : 
Afar, affrighted fliall the vultures fly ; 

Of fiends like thee, a breathlefs fiend, afraid ;, 
Andy lo I the frowning Genius of the gloom 
Shall (liun the Solitude that hails thy doom^ ^ 

And bid each fkvage feek a dlfiant fliadc 



ODE. 

*nplS ^firange world we live in — but 'twill meni--^ 
^ As ev'ry body (ays, *' the world grows wifcr;^'' 
Yet certain fo&ies ne'er will have an end. 
Of which I am a wonderfiil defpifer. 

Is it not cruel, when, witli all his flame, 

Genivs performs a work, a man (hould bawl^ 

** To aik much for this trifle were a fhame ; 
^ I know the fellow took no/tf/xu at allf 

•* Poets work mmbly^ ninthly^ now-a-daysr i 



<( 



Give a good penny's worth, good Master Bats.'^ 



I dare fay the fed- Bookfellcr, a L — b, 

Or L — K N^ pour'd fuch unhallow'd founds 

On Milton's flirinking ear, with lips profene, 
Who bought th' immortal Work iox fifteen pounds l*^ 

• The price aftually given fer the Paradifc Loft !' 

Too 
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Too many a ra^ed Brother ^ the Lay^ 

Too many 2^ fair Hifiorian^ never doubt it, 

Have heard a Bookfeller fo. cruel fay, 

•* Pray, Sirj" or " Ma'amy^^^w hng vjereyu ahwt itV* 

Thou Bead ! amid the Tons of Wisdom plac'd. 
Who, times of old, as well as modern, grac'd, 

Couldll thou not catch a portion of their fire ? 
Rolls not thine eye upon their works each day ? 
And canfl thou, from them, nothing bear away, 

To lift thy hog-like foul above the mire ? 

Sore troubled by the tqoth-ach, Lubin ran 
To jgct the murd'rer of his quiet drmon ; 

An Artift in an inftant whips it out— 
** Well, Master Snag— hS»? vfhaxAas to pay?"-* 
** A fliilling"— '* Younds ! a fliilling do ye zay ?" 

With a long iiaring face, replies the Lout. 

^' Lord ! why Tze did not veel /'/— **twas nort in it ; 
** You knows ye wem't about it half a minute : 

" To gee zomuch Ize cujfedly unwilling — 
** Lord ! vora tooth, but yelterdav old Slop 
^ Did drag me by the head about nis fhop 

** Three timesj poor man, and only ax'd ajhilling.^* 



SONG. 



H^ 



row chang'd is my Celadon's heart! 
^ How altered each look of the fwaiu ! 
Now fullen he wimesto part,' 

Who called me iht pride of the plains 

i 

0/ late with what, ardour he flrove 

Ev'ry hour-that was mine to beguile ! 
How he griev'd if I doubted his love ! 

And how blefl if he gain'd but a fmile ! 
...::>'. 5 To 
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To me he devoted his days, 

And rapturM on me was lur tongue ; 
Thus Morning acoie on his praiiey 

And EvBNiNO went sk>wn on his fong. 

Let me fleal to the deiert and die^ 
Nor wound wkh reproaches his ears ^ 

My rtpnrf ihall be only 9^Jigk^r^ 
My c^mfhhu^ but tiat Juokc tf tears. 



EPIGRAM. 



SEE CioDf o, happy in his own dear fenfe ! 
And^ harki the world cries, "Coxcomb -in th' exceis: 
Now let me undeitake the Fop's dciiencc*-p- 
What man could ever be content with le/s T 



ANACREONTIC. 

70 SYLVIA. 

HOW canft thou fmile at my defpair. 
And bid me other ftymphs adore? 
Shew me a girl but haif fo lair, 
And I will trouble thee no more. 

Hide then that neck, and lip, aad cye^ 
Since thus refohrM to feek purAiit \ 

For Love will follow, like the fly. 
That always jfeeks the/tf/r^ imt* 



LISETTA. 
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LISETTA. 

IN t6e name of ^e^ great Go^^f Love^ how fjiall. Idif. 
pofe of myfelf ?* Which of my fwains muft wear the 
willow? 

O Virgins ! tell me bow to choofe. 

For I'm a narice on it — 
Poor CotiH at a diftance wooe% 

And feiid3 his foul in /wx^i 

While LuBTN to no forms a flar^ 

Won't flay to v}rhe^v Wifles ; . 
But prints upon my mouthy the kna^ 

His wifl)cs\witK his kifles. 

If LuBiN feize a rude embrace. 

And I begin to clatter ; 
- T)ic rogue ftafesigravdy in nvf hce^ 
And alks me what's the matter > 

Of kiffes lately he ftole three — - 

I ihriek'd with might smdniaii) : 
•* Since you doat like them," pert quoth he^ 

♦* Lord! t3jte them bjicls; again." 

«* No, no, I won't," fays I, «• keep off, 
** They pleafe me mtick^^' \ fwore — 

« Oh, fa it fo?'/ cry'd.he/ « enough ; 
« Then, Mifs, you wifli for mre:'^ 

Poor Cottir turns, if I but frown, 

All white as apy fleece is ! 
iojBiN would giye me a green gown, 

And rummage me to pieces^ 

V0L.11L z. 3rfr 
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Tie MT^t f<> mttk ahd complaifant^ 
All filence, awe, and wonder ; » 

Tie otier^ impudence and rant, " 
And boift'rous as the thunder. 

TiiJ begs to prcfs my fingers tip^ 

So baftiful is my lover ; 
Thatfavagt bdunces on my lip, 

And kiSes it ail oven 

O Modesty, thou art fo fweet! 

Not wild, and bold, and teafing ; 
And yet each Sifter Nymph I meet 

Thinks boldnels nut unpleafing. 

This is a wicked .world ! — O dear ! 

And wickednefs is in me— 
Though Modesty's fo fweet, I fear 

That Impudence will win me. 



CORIN's PROFESSION, 

OK. TUB 

^OJyTG OF CONSTANCY. 

■^OW, Joan, we are mtf/r/V^^-and now, let me fey, 
-*-^ Though both are in youth» yet that youth will 

decay : 
In our journey through life, my dear Joan, I fuppofe^ 
We fliall oft meet a bramble, and fometimes a rofe. 

When a cloud on this forehead (hall darken my day^ 
Thy funihine of fweetnefe muft fmile it away ; 
And when the dull vapour fball dwell upon thine^ 
To chafe it the labour and triumph be mme. 

X Let 
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Let US Willi not for wcalrfi, to devour and confiime ; 
For luxury's but a fiioit road to the tomb : 
Let us figh not for grandeur, for truft me, my Joan, 
The keenefl of cares, owes its birth to a t^nme. 

Thou fhalt milk our one cow ; and^ if fortune purfue, 
In good time, wkh her bleffing, my Joan may milk 

two : 
I will till our&oU fields whilft thy prattle and fong 
Shall charm as I drive the bright ploughfhare along. 

When finifh'd tHe day, by the fire we'll regale, 
And treat our good neighbour at eve with our ale ; 
For, Joan, wiowouW wifh iorfelf onfy to live? 
Onebieffing of life, my dear girl, is to give. 

» 
E'en the red-breail and wren ihall not feek us in vain, 
Whilft thou haft a crumb, or thy Corin agrain ; 
Not only their fongs will diey pour from the grove, 
But yield, by example, fweet lefTons of love. 

Though tliy beauty muft lade, yet thy youth I'll re- 
member; 

That thy Maj was my own, when thou (he weft De^ 
cemher; 

And when P^gz to my head fliall his winter impart, 

The fummer of Z^t'tf Ihall refidc in my heart. 



ODE 



UGLINESS. 



T\AUGHTER of Hecate, thou'rt undone ! 
•^ Joy to my foul, thine empire falls : 
No more, thou hobbling, envious Crone^ 
Thy pow'r the female world appalls. 

Z a With 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



With finiks the Qpeeh of Loyi apptes ; 

No longer irenfbfing fbr the Giaccs: 
Ko more thy Hide attack flie fifearsy 

On £iultleft fbrmsy and iiureft fittet* 

IsA VTt will never lofe her piime^ 
Nor ifiour/k her liafi^ as ofjwn;/ 

Defeated, too, thy brother Time, 
The God of writikle wounds no tam^i 

See AoE difplay her iv'iy rows! 

Her lip pmtrvc^ its patpk btoamf 
Her1^fo«ft heaves with Ante inow8| 

Andtafts^bftathtthe nchperfin»t 

Th^ furrow'd cheek, and hoary head^ 
No lobjger riow, as nftii^' gVeet'; 

And4 what our Grandmothers all dread^> 
The nofe and chin n<> toiiger meet* 

Time's pow'r the good old Grannies h-ave^^ 
And, ogling, dart th^'am'PdOs fife-; 

Decline with graces to the grave, 
And-#§tdtftc Wtifll'of h«ath ^Aj«>* f 



■iairfi*! 



TRAVELLER AND JUPITER. 

"TI^HAT wicked thonfands fooner would aflfront 
^^ (Such is of fin the wonderful increafe) 
The Hcav'n's Etefhal RvLSii — ^fie npon't — 
Than one poor hrainlefs Justice of the Fcace, 

Or Country 'Squire, who nothing knows but dojdeS|- 
Hares, A6ts of Padiamenfy bounds, fior&s^ foxes ! 
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Nay, further — ^whick fhould fcarcely be repeated— 
(And, oh ! that groundlefs were the Poet's fears ! ) 

God by ^is awn fad fervants is luor/e treaud^ 
Wor/e than our Country Gentlemen by theirs. 

Aik of the Biihops elfe, whofe humble fouls 
Sweet Mercy melts, and Charity controuls* 
To cheat the Dev'l, at times, I've no objeftion ; 
Not Heaven ! 'tis fuch a villainous rejk^ion i 

A certain TravklleIi, in ancient days. 
When gods^and goddeflesVere thick as hops, 

Wiihing, as he was beating the highways, • 
For fomething dainty to amufe Ids cho^; 

Knelt down to Jupiter, and thus, began t 
" O Jupiter, as I'm an honeil man,, 

" I'll keep my word, if thou wilt grant my prayV; 
" Amidil my travels, let me fimetking find— 
" Little or much, good, bad, of any kind, 

** I vow to thee, thy godibip Ao^ihall&are.'*' 

Then with grave: fan^bity he thump'd his craw;: 
Much as to fay, " Great Jove, my words are law J" 

He had not walk'd a mile, before he found 

A handfome bag of frlberts €» the ground ; 

At fight of which, his lips with rapture fmackihg^ 

Plumb doWn he fqgats^. and falls, at once to crackings 

To cut my ftory fliort, he crack'd and eat,, 
From ev'ry nut, each atom of the meat ;: 

When gravely gathering up the fhells, he crlesj^. 
" Jo»>B, fecred have likept jny word—fbftfee,. . . 
" The better half indeed I leave to thee^ 

•* TheA/^jV a mighty fiuierofthe fkies I 



" T^ere are they all, great Jove — furvey 'emr 
^ Shouldil. thou fufped. my honour— u'c/jg;^ hm 



/»' 
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SONG. 



•npHE wretch, O let me nerer know, 
^ Who toims frofti Pitt's fearful eyei 
Who mehs not at the dirge of Woe, 
But bi<h the ibul renew its figh I 

O fay not with the voice of icorn^ 
** The lilies of thy neck arefled> 

•* Thioi eyes their vsintfh^d radiance mowiv 
** Thfc rofes of thy cheek are dead*^ 

Too cruel Youth, with teats I owo^ 

The rofe and lify 's fad decay ; 
And forrowing wiui for tkee shm^ 

Their f ranficnf blodm a longer day* 

Yet though thine ey^s no b^ger trace 
The healthhil bluili of former charms ;- 

Remember that each luckl^s gface, 
O GoLiKy faded in tiy arms I 



ODE 

TO MT GOOD FftlEKD 

THE MOST MERCIFUL yUDGE — -r. * 

0-— , whofe/tf/r heart & Mi of ]ove^ 
Melts, fnow-like, on the vi&im void of hope \ 
Whofe confcience (Wretches like the foftefl glorc^. 

To faVti tht fighing culprit from the rope ! 
To tiie, in Virtue's ftouteft armour, ftrong, 
fermit ^y friend and Bard to pour the ibng. 

Olet 
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O let us cbrag tfae/ot!? of nm^ td cfa^,. 
And hang them like tkf rats * upon owp hf^ 
Murd'rers that ftrike the cheek of Horror pale ! 
Whofe rtiorals give contagion -tb ai jtuh 

lUumin'd, ah ! too oft by Fortuwe's rays, 
A pigmy wretch is ftewn in yon huge Hoillb ;f 

Jiift as the folar microfcopc dt^lays 
A mil^^ a flea^ a bMg^ adirty 1<nSs* 

A JuDG«-jifi5f^fe, drfpifiiig NATtrRfi'igPoan; 

A viUain, in damnation mok fo deep ; 
That Vice, black Vice, Ihall ne'er be idle known, 

But when 'the &r-clad moniler falls afleep ! 

Jufl as the hadcney-troachnien curfe aloud 
Kind Sol, who diffipates a tlireatemng doud^ 
Park-hov'riag, wifhing mucti his power to <feow^ 
And bid his deluge drown the world below ; , 

Tuft as A^ leftleis demon of the night 
Lours on the maiden- bluih of cnrient light, 

And ikulks into the chamel's murky fhade ; 
A Jui>6B m^nit^ whole fcowl ihall curfe th^ finlk] 
Ot Justi<;e, who {o long lias Weft our Ifle, 

And ftrike with ru6ian fift the heav'nly Maio. 

Where is the Judge, in murJer only brare, 
Whofe Ibul delights to feed the gaping grave j 
Who on the convi6^'s pale cheek fealts his eyes ; 
Whofe heart-felt founds are Horn's e^jnririg figl» I 

Wkeieb the happy Patron of the rc^ 
Whofe ^e» on Jhas of blood wouki gladly c^ ; 

Frefh hecatombs of caniage, every mom ; 
Whofe car coFuld live on Vir tub's deepeft groan ; 
Stretch e v'n to pain to catch her laft feint moan. 

Poor wtithing wretch, by every torture torn ? 

* Hereby hangs a prettjr tAt, 
+ WcftroixUUrHttU. _ 

t . ^ * Thereof 
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There's no fuch damned Judge— but let me fejr, 
So foul a fpifit may difgrace the day. 

Where is the Judgb, who, *midft his Shrinking va% 

Walks forth, ah! not to hear the turtle's tale ; 

But with a happy, keen, and fparkUng eye, 

To fee the kite with fury fweep the Iky ; 

Now in his iron talons bear along. 

The lark which charm'd the feafou with his fong ? 

To fuch Damb Nature never yet gave birth— 
Butyiffi a mifcrcant vile, may curie the earth. 

Where is the Judge, who courts the gloom of lught; 
Charm'd with the owl's and bat's and beetle's flight, 

And fees with joy the fpe6fcred band pafs by j 
With rapture lifieus to their piteous wail, 
Now f#llows hard to catch the mournful tale, 

And forrows when the phantoms 'fcape his eye ? 

A Judge, like ////V, to bid poor Nature mourn, 
Was never jf/, thank heav'n ! but may^ be born. 

Where is the Judge who walks the foanung fhorc 
At midnight, 'midft the nithlefs tempeft's roar. 

When Fate and Ho r roe ride the thund'ring Deep j 
Who for the cormorant's broad pinion fighs. 
To mingle with the tumult of the.fkies, 

And join the whirlwind's wild refiftlefs fweep j 

To hover o'er tlie darken'd fcene of dtoth^ 
And triumph in the feamari's Ihrieking breath ; 

Charm'd with each mountain, fiu^e, for life that laves^ 
Charm'd as the arnjj of Fatb^ with> cruel iiiock^ . 
Heaves the huge veffel on the groaakig rock. 

And rends it piece-meal,, 'midfi a woiid of waves f 

** There's no fuch man,, nor ever was,^ you cry t\ 

Sweet Judge ! dear dove-like- ■ ! fo lay /.. 

But may there not a dev'l like this appear ? 

Life deals in monfters much too on, X fear \ 

t , O Dbvok, 
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O Devok, parent of immortal men, 

O (hould thy beatiteous bofom prove a dcii ; 

To hold and ftickle fiich an Imp of ihame-j 
Know, to the Poet thotigh thou gaveft birth. 
With foul-felt ardour will I wiQi thy death, 

Renounce thy bkfted foil, aaid change my name. 



BASH WOOD, I diflike your jokes on Matrimonv: 
you poflefs too much ka£e to tneat with fo much le* 
vity aftate which theiirit Fhaofopbers hoki^cred.. But 
your jeil mufi not be Spared, though niiB be the confe- 
quence. After all y^tmr pretty profeffiofts, I am not mm 
certain that your psmioii is fincere*— haw am I to be con- 
yinced? 

]I>A«llWl»0]|. 

Fic, fie, thou charftiiiig infidel I^iflen. 

S O^ Kr G. 

PEAR girl, Pm up to ears in love! 
The fe6t, a thoufand follies .prove; 

Yes, yes, I feel the dart ! 
Well! now Pm wounded, give the curef 
Thou'rf not a cruel girl,. I'm iiire, 

So try to eafe the Imart. 

** Lord blefs us ! it is itW a lie," 
I hear thee with emotion cry, 

*' I*m fure there's nothing in*t::" 
Indeed there is, Tm iare^afraid^ . . 
Nay, take the fymptomsj fceptk VLAtDt, 

Tliat make it plain as prints 

Tie 
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The inftant that I fee thee coming, 

Jdy heart againil my ribs keeps drumming. 

As if to caper out ; 
To make his conge at thy feet, 
Pronounce himfelf thy flave fo fweet, 

And fight for thte/ojiout. 

From thofc dear lips, delicious blifs, 
If faucy coxcombs fleal a kifs, 

My eyes fo jealous roll : 
Afide, I call the puppies names. 
My heart is iEtna-Iike in flames, ' 

Confuming to a coal. 

I cannot bear to be alone ; 

I yawn, I figh, I gape, I groan, 

And writhe as if with pain : 
Now on a fividen feize a book, 
Jufl half a minute in it look, 

Then fling it down again. 

Now ruminating- wild, I walk, 
Nod to myfelf« and finile, and talk ; 

Now hunt for fomething loft ; 
Now fit, jump up— now ftare, now wink. 
On fome deep problem feem to think- 
Now vacant as a poft. 

Now feize the violin, and fcratch 
A half a glee, or half a catch ; 

Now fnatch the bruih, and paint : 
Now fling it down, and feize the flute. 
Now hum an air divine, now hoot^ 

To make poor Music faint. 

Now fiill refolv'd t6 vifit thee, 
To take a focial cup of tea, ' 

And give my heart a plaftcr ; 
I draw my watch, not ovqr cool, 
Call him a little limping foo4, 

And bid him Ufavel taften 



Ntvr 
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Now btiftfing'foundtiie room, here, there, ' .^ ' 
I try to find my hat, and fwear, 

And wifh him damn'd, and dead ; 
Now raging from my inmoft foul, 
I roar, « What thiet my hat hath ftolc?*! 

Then find it on my head. 

Nay, nay, I'd marry thee, my dear— 

Lovers lymptoms now too plain appear ;- • ' ' 

There's no-body can mifs it : 
Yet if thefe fymptoras are not love, ^ * * 

And this ^t paffion fail to prove, 

Why, what the devil is it ? 

O that I did not love thee, girl. 
And that my head, in this wUd whirl, 

Could keep a little fteady ! 
But *tis in vain, alas ! to preach ; 
Like drowning boys, IVe loft my reach : 

My fenfe is gone ahready. 

Yet SYLvi^,know, tht^ngk elf 
Has only one to ferve — viz. Self; 

But when he takes a wife^ 
A hundred majiers then appear ; ^ 

And what is veiy hard, my dear, 

His flavery lausyor Ufe^ 



• HYMN 

TO 

ADrERSITY. 

nr*HUS fung the Bard of old, and deem'd no/W, 
^ " Sweet are the ufes of Adversity 5'* 
A Dame who kicketh from your rump your flool, 
And, favage, flioweth not one grain of mercy t' ye ; 

Bids 
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Bids air your £inciecUdeai:e& fekikU; lum^ toUs 
Greets widi wir'd whips, ^9x4 iiejUis.v/Xih a j;^t 

Mi s Ti E s s of this wiXaom-«teaching. pain, 
With PiLt,*&r, GiBBBT, Faminb, in thy train, 

Go knock, God blefs tbe^j ' knock 9t otJi€rs' doors ; 
By all my fev'rite gods of prole and rhyme, 

1 feel not thy philofophy^ fuhiiafie^^ 

Go, feek the zealot who thy. flf^s ii^adplovesv 

Co, thunder on another^ hoiife thy ftrffe ; 
Snatch from a hu(band*s happy arms a wife ^ 

Blot from his foul each glimm'nog my of hope ; 
^ack all his lovely daughters with difeale ; 
Poifon his fons, and, more thy cag& to pleafe^ 

Prefent the fainting father wijth a rope. 

But let me keep ^ife, childrep, peace, aod Und^ 
'And learn thy lefTons all ^t/eeondHand. 

My ta(te is dull — g^, vaAly dull indeed ! 

1 hate to fee a Drother mortal bleed-^ 
I^hate to hear a gentle Nalure^rqan,, 

And, Goddess, more efpccfally my pwn* 

Yes, yes, Heav'n knows, my taftc^ ismore confined ; 

Prefers the Zephyr to the }iOz\)ltng wind; 

Prefers too, fuch my liar's -unhicky blunder, 

0;/f hour's bright cahn to months of cloud and thunder. 

Thou poilibly mayft be a good phyfician. 
But certis dou not know my weak omiHttm. 
Blifters, and fcarifying,, aw fpare (fici, 
Would fet my nervous fyftem in a riot ; 
Rich cordial drafts would afif'iVer befl, I trow. 
Made up by M^s^zeujels Hammejlsl^ a^d Co. 

Thine iron icourge would reaUy ^^ 19 vai^,^ 
Scj^apt am I to make wry mouths^at f«UB ; 
At difapppiatment much inclined to pu>aut 

Whcnartt 
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Whenever then, O Qtoddess, things we fee, 
Tliat with one's nature fb much difagree, 
Methinks 'twere better they were let alone. 

To tumble from a houfe, or from a tow'r, 
And break a lucklefs brace of legs and arm^, 

"Would make one look moft miferahly four ; 

Yet are there men, who deem all thefe no harms. 

^htnfeek them, Goddess— foufe them on theilones, 
And for their goodly comfort, crack their bones* 

If in a tyf//-ftuflP'd coach, Wtf//-overfct, ^ 

A bToken leg, and thigh, and arm, I get, 

I am not, I confefs, of that pure leaveu, 
To crawl out on my hands and knees, and fay, 
<j race-like, " For what T have receir'd this day, 

" I humbly thank thee, O moft graci<ous Heav'n I" 

O Miftrcfs of the terrifying mien, 

The boatlwain's deep«ton'd voice and brawny arm, 
O be not within leagues of Peter feen ; 

Thy cat-o'-nine-t^s cannt)t,^ cannot scharm. 

A ftupid fcholar, Godjdess, I iliall be; 

Thy converfations are m deep for me, ' 

Yes, Madam, you are too fiiblimea Dame 
For Pete R*s company, I fpeak with fhame— ; 

A little winning wench contenteth me, \r, 

'C/f/>V Fortune, agood'-natur'd fmiling lafs, V 
Who conftan^lights my pipe, and fills my glafs, '^ 

And makes myev^ry day z jubilee, \ 

This is the fweet companion for my money j 

Such is the little Syren I defire— 
Thou art ail gall, and fhe all milk and honey ; 

'Tis at u dt/lance I muft thee admire. 

A hawk-like appetite, and empty platters. 
The bleak wind whiftlin^ through a coat in tatters, 
VoxrllL A a The 
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^i HKDAAIANA. 

The flight of fancied friends, a foe's abufcs, 
Are things for which my bowels do not ycani ; 
For rot me^ Madam, if I can difcerii 

One atom of their feveral earthly ufes. 

MoiALiTT may wear a ruffle fliirt, 

I really think, and not his confcience hurt— 

Mo&ALiTY noay alfo like nice picking ; 
Tor fince the great All-wise has giv*n us fowls^ 
Mankind were certainly a fet of owls, 

To dare to place danuiation in a chicken. 

Morality, I ween, may go well drcft ; 
Keep a good {ire, and live upon the heft : 

Throw by bis wheel-barrow, and keep a carriage \ 
Vifit the Op'ra, Mafquerade, and Play; 
Drink Claret, Burgundy, Champagne, Tokay ; 

Get fifty thouiand with a girl in marriage. 

To eat fit>m fplendid plate, or homely manger, 
Methii^ks the foul is juft in equal danger. 

Befides, 'tis late^ OGoDDisSf in the day-*— 
Pm not a fubje^t fit for thee to flay ; 

To fpeak the truth, my nerves too nictlyfeel-^ 
Go, fearch the motley mixture of mankind ; 
Some young enthuiiaft wild, thou foon mayft find. 

Proud of thy whips, and glad to^<ar<r thy wheel. 

SC great for my vion perfm is my love, 

And hard tYiy lefibns, I can'i wow begin V/»-* 

Befides^ as I have hinted juft ahve^ 
rd i:ather read of battles than be in "em* 



&(S^G 
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SONG TO SAPPHO. 

A T length, O faireft Nymph, farewell I 
, ^^ Lei fighs alone my pdfion tell ; 

With tears I quit thy arms : 
Adieu each eve of pure delight ; 
A^ieu each morn with rapture bright; 
Adieu thy ^ri^iter charms ! 

Where'er by Fate condemned to ftray. 
Where Phckbus pours the golden day, 

Or fleeps beneath the wave, 
Thine image will my path purfue^ 
• And ever prefent on my view, 

Detain me ftill a flave. 

In vain T roam— I ftrive in vain 

To break, O-beauteous Maid, thy chain I* 

Yet why my fetters part ? 
Ev'n now thy fighs, ray fighs approve ; 
"Ev'n now thy love, returns my love, 

And yields me heart for heart ! 



INVOCATION 

TO 

ST. CECILIA. 

ON A LADY SlNGI^Gv 

T\ESCEND, O Goddess, from thy fphcre, 
■*^ And liften to a fiiiiTi«H Maid ; 
A fweeter Sappho warbles here, 
Than charm'd of yore the Lefbian.ihade* 

Aa 2 Yet 
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Yet not like Sappho's mourns her ftrain ; 

AUs ! with Love's defponding figh. 
To Deli A 's beauty bows each Twain, 

And owns the triumph of her eye. 



H* 



DEATH 

OF A 

MUSICAL 'FRIEND, 

A PASTORAL ELfiOY. 

y 

[OW bleft were the Nymphs and the Swaiks> 
When Lycidas joiii'd in the fong;- 
The chief attd the pride of the plains, 
Who led all the Plk a^ukbs along ! 

Of late J not a4ralley was feir^ 

Not a grove pve a mufkial feunsl ; 
The breeze leem'd a figh of defpair, 

And Pity fat mute on the ground. 

But Nature (how fudden the change !) 

At the presence of Lycidas fmiFd— 
Health was feen through the valley to range. 

And an Eden fprung up from the wild ! 

The throftle was heard in the fhade, 

The linnet enliven'd the grove, 
And £ciio, long banifh'd, fweet Maid, 

Returned with her ftories of Love. 

Ycs^ each fceneat his prefencewas glad, • 

That fo lately wath forrow was rent, 
And the voice of the Mourner fo fad 

Was loft ia the ibngs of Content. 

Juft 
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Juft able to crawl o'er the flyle, 

And doom'd, ah ! to labour no more, 

Ag b would crawl from his cot with a (miie. 
And a bleffing to leave at his door. 

But the Sh E PH E R D for ever is gone-^ 

Hark! his knell, how it &ddens the gale^ 

Joy dies, , and our paftimes are flown : 
Fate envies the fmilesof our vale. 

flow let Mirth from each hamlet retire 
To the region of ^leuce and ^iooin : 

Sure his death mud our forrow infpire, 
Since the Vietues will weep at his tpmb. 



APOLLO 

TO THX 

jiNJCREONTIC SOCIETY^ 

r AT THE CJIOWN AlTD ANCBOJL. 

'VT-E foils of AyACEEON, Hften awhile; 
^ 'Tis Apollo, your friend, that fends greetii^w^^ 
Of your pleafures, we Gods are in love with the ^j(le^ 
And are mad to be down at your meeting. 

Father Jove witlk your founds is fo wondrouily pleas'd. 

That hefwearsat our^4c^/.and our^iir//; 
With the fquawls of each Muse he'll no longer be teas'd^ 
So commands me to break i)|> their harps. 

He has quite put a.flop io poor Momus's Axq, 

And forbid his Jeux d^ejprit to flow ; 
Thus our club is knocked up, becaufe we're outdone 

By the mirth of you mortals below. 

A a 3 Thc» 
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ThcA accept my petition— a wifli moft fiaccrc ^ 
Let me join as the Laureate yotjr throng ; 

Though I cannot, like Incl«don, nwifli your car, 
\ can give you a pretty good i&ag* 

As for example ; 

. SONG gr-APOLLO, 

A p-x on all forrow — on happinefs feize — 
Care, avaunt! nor our pleafiires alloy : 

Since Jove hasriv'n paifions and objc<^$ to {deaie^ 
The meaningls, Jmrtais enjoj^, 

Jove's a God of ten thoufand — ^the Monaxgh, I know. 

Loves his bottle, girl, fong^and a jcft; 
Has a monftrous regard for choice /pirits below, ^ 

And is charm'd when^is creatures arc bleft. 

But he's vcx'd when'a fool takes it into his head, 
That he's /e/?, if he meddles with pleafure ;■ 

And thinks, too, the fellow confounded iU-bred^ 
To ^rfufe when he offers the treafure. 

When a Zeatot has turn'd up the whites of his eyes, 

With long phiz, and a puritan ftrain, 
I have f<?en the Goiy laugh, and in fun, from the ikies, 

Make up mouths at the blockhead again. 

Then pufh round tbe bottle— let each five his fong ; 

Wit, Humour, and Friendfliip, attend us"; 
And whilft for enjoyment our paffions ore<firorag, 

Let us aik not his Goi>^n4P to mttud us: 

Thus we'll revel, till Mojnzng peeps ioio our glafs, 
Then to fcenes of new rapture remove ; 

To embrace witii devotion a wife or a laft, 
And be bleft on the bofemi of Love. ' 



ODE 
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ODE 

TO A 

HANDSOME JTIDOfr. 

OEE yonder cloud, that mopes with moumfiil iliade, 
*^ Black ! black, as though it never would be bright f 
Sol, like a. bridegroom comes, a jovial blade, 

Clafps her with warmth, and, lo f her darknefs. Light f 
The drefs of Cloud foon alters! for, behold^ 
Her gloomy Sables change to pink and gold I 

Daughter of forrow, thus ptrehfiunce^ 'twill br. 
If I miftake not Natuhe, foon with thet^ 

Pale as the pale rain-loaded lily's look, 
And languid as the willow o'er tfie brook, 

Exalt once more that drooping form to joy ; 
Too long the lute of Wo e,^ with dying found. 
And melting lullaby thine eye hath drown'd ; 

The trump of laughter Ihould his voke employ j 

The fprightly Fiddle roufe his fiiler Dance, 
And bid thy cold heart glow with Love's romance. 

Thy lifted eyes tw eloquently mourn, 

Deep-fwimming in the (ilent Ibunt of tears ! 

And then thy voice fo mufically lorn, 
Accufing Fate's too cruel^ cruel (heers. 

Wakes all the fc^ emotions of my hea#t. 

That fympathifing fain would mirth impirt. 



But grief for Spoufes laHs ndt Ladies long ; 

Yet v«;y poignant I— yes, though ^^/, 'tis ^ong^ 



Whew 
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When firft the bed of hu (hands breathes his lad i 
And if his aii be left them ii — what a ilorm 
Of fighs and tears their beauty to deform ! 

Grief feems as ever he would ride the blail. 
Yet /oon^ 'tis faid, the winds of Woe are ftili; 
And tears, from torrents^ fink a prattling rill. 

Think what a pair of fparkli'ng ejres are tiine^ 
And do not drown their Cupids m the brine ; 

And think too on thy pretty dimpled check— 
- Think of thy flaxen hair, whofe beauties flow 
Jn broad luxuriance o'er thy breafl of fnow ; 

And think too of that fon and polifh'd neck. 

Think of thy lips, that kifles can impart, 
So ready from their ruby beds to flart ! 

Thus fpeak thofelips, "We willbe kifs*d again." 
And in the fame fweet fafcinating flrain, 

Thy poliih^d bofom fays, " I will be prefs'd ;'* 
And then thy cheek, the lovelieft of our Ifle, 
Exclaims, " I will refume the cheerful fhiile, 

" My bloom Jiall make fome future lover bleft.** 

O liflen to thy locks from fafhion hurl'd— 

••^ We will look chriftian-likc — we will be curl'd ; 

" We will not imitate a cow's flrait tail :" 
And then thy all-fubduing taper waif!. 
So full of rich defires, and then fo cka/f^. 

While others are fb marveUoufly frail — 
** I willhp clafp'd by fome fmart fwain, I fay^ 
*• .Not, like a cabbage-flalk, be flung away." 

Thy heart too fpeak^ I " Though i»ow, alas \ forlorn^ 
" There feems no reafon for eternal fighing : 

•' Owl-like, a little let me mope and mourn, 
•* But not be ever f^eliing, g^roaning, dying*" 

Hark! 
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Hark ! from thy hand, which thou dofl wretched wring— 
•* Give mc, (a finger cries) ^^ another ring,'* 
Oh ! canfl thou hear it on fuch wiflies dwell, 
Aiid not indulge it with the bagatelle f 

Daughter of Grief, then hamper not thy charms, 
Who, really grown rebellious, pant for arms ; 

Give way then to the roving mutineers-*- 
And fhouldft thou fay. Lord! who will take 'em m V* 
Tnift me, I'll entertain 'em, cv'ry j^/« — 

A^ boibm-s open to the pretty Dears. 



ODE. 



Peter defcantcth on the precanoufhefs of Life, wifheth to W at hn 
own difpofai, aad iheweth ooobjedtion to an $mintUaim of Katui'e. 

A H ! this our worlds a world of fkd miihap^! 
•^^ BefetVith Death's uncomfortable traps ! 

Hard fqneez'd we fometiines get away to gr^ian : 
Now half the body's in the fpiteful gin, 
And now the unlucky tail, to -make usgriii^ 

So that we dare not call ouf fouls wr c 



I do not like entails^^l hate controul— - 
Jo VE ! give me the fee Jimple of my foul ; 
Around this fyftem let me range at eafe. 
To (lay, or quit it, whenfoe'er I pleafe. 

Amid the wonders of Creation's field, 
Strange I that Existence fliould to trifles yield \ 

Behold that promifing Herculean Boy : 
A Zephyr on his infant cradle blows; 
Lo ! out at once Life's little candle goes, 

The flame too of a parent's hope and joy. 



Thus 
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Thus (hall the pdcirmeaa folitary worm 
Kiil, in the acorn's kind proteding cell, 

The fmall oak-embrvo, thdt had nDock'd the Aorri^ 
And fmil'd upon the fulphur'd fla(h of hell; 

Had pufii'd Its roots where £arta*s deep centre lic»^ 

And with its tow'ring branches bravM the flcies. 

^Tis zJhroMge world we five in, to be fure ; ' 
A world of wounds, I fear, without a cure ! 

Dame Nature feems a fad unnatural Mother ^ 
Methinks 'tis hard, mte animal fhould die. 
Groan out his laft, and ever clofe his eye, 

T4 treat with life and rofy health anothr. 

*Th ftnnge indeed! yet true^ though pacing firangef 
Whc^'er the foot or eye of man can range^ 

This munching, mad, devouring fyftem reigos \ 
O could our mortal palate feed on ro/es^ 
As on their dainty ehence feed our nofesp 

This world were then a pkafurable fcene. 

^is murder, murder, now, fiom mom to night ! 
Look at a fimple a^ that yields ddi^ht— 

The Ploughman tmling through his fallowed grounds 
Happy he turns the glebe for vegetation- 
Yet in this ad how many a harmlefs nation 

Of worms, poor reptiles, fieel the grinding wound ! 
Whilft rooks, and crows, and magpies, hop behind^ 
Alert and greedy, gobbling all they find \ 

That 'tis a good world cannot be contended— 
I wub 'twere mended. 
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OSGAR'« PRAYER. 

T^LFRID, the beautifiil daughter of Osgas, w^ a 
-*-^ captive amongfl the Druids, and deiigned as a (acri* 
fice to the gods.— Amidll a ftorm of thunder ahd light* 
ning, he goes to the Druid mountain^ in order to pro« 
cure, by his fupplications, and an offer of his own life 
on the altar, his daughter's liberty. 

- OsGAR. 

Ye winds, that warring thus, around me rage, 

Ceafe your rude thunders on the wretch who dies ; 

Poor is the triumph o'er deipooding Agb, 
Whofc energy is only in his fighs ! 

Ye forked lightnings that around me flame, 

Ye mark two languid eyes, that weep and pray ; 

Once, once, like you, high- kindling (hone their beam, 
'Till Time, and darkkMxspoKTUNE, dimm'd their ray* 

Forbear, alas ! to thwart my way forlorn. 
Wet with the falling tears of fondeft love ; 

For life^ I hear a captive Daughter mourn. 
And court c^ompaffion from tbe Druid grove. 

My feebly bending form, and fcanty hspr. 

Grown white with grief^ my tender caufe fhould plead ; 
Wakea fmall pity on my deep defpair. 

And bid the Druids my the bloody deed. . 

If, on their hearts, my forrows nought avail. 
What, without Elf KID, life, poor life, ejiidears^ 

Then kill me— (hen 'tis Mercy lulls the wail 
Of one who counts the moments by his tears. 

4 To 
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To THE Druids. 

Sbbr s of high knowledge, lo ! a grief-wom man, 
Whofe only daughter is his foul's delight ! 

For her a fiither woe-bcgone and wan. 

With horror darkens e'en the Ihade of night. 

Fathers of virtue, why this long delay ? 

lead your willing vidim to the flirine : 
Quick let me clofe thefe eyes upon the day, 

That, Elfri D, light may beam for years on thine. 

"Hafte with the knife of fate, ye Druid bands; 
, And thus, my daughter's prifon-door unbar : 
Forbear to bind witli cords my withered hands— 
To JiruggUy were with El f jbm d*s life to ijoat. 

Her eye will drop a pearl on Oscar's tomb ; 

Her fighs be balm where'er my um is laid— 
Thofe let her give, and I will blefs my doom j 

1 afk no happier offering to my (liadc* 

Fathers of knowledge, why this long delay ? 

Speak, am I not a vMm iiix yon fphere ? 
When from your holy mandates did I ftray. 

And drew from Vi r r u e 's won nded eye the tear ! 

When did I ceafc your temples to adore? 

Or vicwM unaw'd the Druids ancient fire ; 
Thefe rocks, thefe idols, I confefs'd their pow% 

And rev'reht fung their wonders to my lyre. 

When was the faith of Osgar known to foil? 

What injur'd fpirits of my flights complain ? 
Whatfpe^rc, 'midft the thunders of the gale,^ 

On QsGAR moufnful caU'd, and calL*d in vain? 

Have 
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Have I not .n«mL'd with^any. a. flxcrfed Aoft,. 

•Midft die dread fijcnce of the midnigEt.glponi;- 
On raoonljdit rnouatains met the haggard ;bc^»,., 

Ifayf w^ki vi^tball ^tdr horrors, fmnx the tpm^iv 

Shrunk PENUR;r, as crawling fron^the grave, 
Ne'er left with Ibrrowing dowricalVeyem/ door: 

Thanks to the Gpds, who w^lthf to ChoAR gave^^ 
And taught its happy worth, to help the Poor ^ ' 

A daughter's virtues are my only boaft ! 

A uveet fimb^dty^ nni^m byait : 
Lo, ^wii^'nvy^Bi^ftiD^ft lift, z.^uwIfA^cibb 

All, all foriakes me^ buta,braaMng^beam 

O fpare the terrors of a blamelefs Maid ; 

And let my /uferingiJbftXa dfPaftday s pobng : 
O ! be tArJe limbs along your altar laid ; 

O'er bleeding Oscar hymn the yiftim'sfong. 

The figh that wafts the parting foul away. 
Retires from others with unwilling flight— 

With /^, »iy,fpiritihalldefert. its clay. 
And blcfs you Druids for the cruel rite* 

Let not my E j- f r i p fee my blck)4 • ftain'd hair^ 

Nor cheek (b pale^ which faves her pirecious breath ; . 

A fcene fo fad^ her gpntle nature fpare : 
Her wounded heart, & foft, would weep to death. 

Yet would my Ei^rR id fee no frown appear^ 

As fullen, lorrowing for the lofs of liie : , • , 

1*11 teach my languid clieek zs^ilexo wear> 
And (how its trijimph in the tender ftrife, 

Enopgh of woe her drqppmg ftrength will prove, 
When cold beneath the lonely turf I lie: 

The bleeding hiil'ry of a parent's love 
Will often dim. the cryftal of her ^e. ' 

Vol. III. fib 
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Te Gods ! whtti dead, pamit my ghoft to roam^ 

Peace to her turtle bofom to impart ; 
To guard from pinbg thought her tender bloom, 

^uod ibatch from Wob's overwhelming floods her heart. 

Thus, thus, attendant be my watchful (hade, 
Till fate, commanding,, feal her dove-like eye ; 

TTien let me fondly clafp my darling Maid, 
And add another glory to your flcy. 

O deal the blow, and EiFitiD'frforQi relode ! 

He faid — the.mdting Dniids heard his pray'r !«» 
Rever'd his virtnea^ bade; him go:in peace, 

And to a father's fendnefs gave the Faib« 



DELIA, 

A 

PASTORAL £ L E G y. 

T O ! the pride of the village is dead ! 
•" Lo ! the bloom of our vale is no more t 
Now SoRitow fits dumb in the fhade^ 
Where Raptu&b oft carol'd^ before. 

Like the Morn, fhe enlivened the grovet-; 

Like the Summer, gave life to the fwain ; 
For her fmile was the feat of the Lav es, 

And her voice the fweet fong of theplaki ! 

O Delia, divine is thy name ! 

Thy merits we all (hall revere; 
We fnall dwell with delight on tby feme, 

And think of thy lofs with « tear. 



Ev'A 
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Ev'n oxxrciiLipeu Ihail lifo in.thy praife j 
Their inftruftrefs Ihall In n ocbnc£ bc| 

mrho their little ambition fliall raife. 
To referable a Fair-one like Thee. 

Though lodgM in a Church-yard fo drear, 
Which the yew-tree furrounds with its gloom; 

Thy virtue a fun (hall appear, 
And thy graces be flrji'rs on thy tomb. 



MADRIGAL. 

TTOW fweet is every (liepherd's fong ! 
-"- How feir the vows that load his tongue I 
His foul with every figh expires. 
His bofom flames with furious fires 1 

This ev'ry day we feem to fee j 

But when will Love and Truth agree ? 

When fpiders, for thcharmlefs fly. 
In filent^mbufli ccafe to lie ; 
When fojccs keen withpoultry plajy 
And from the lambkin run away ; 
Then may the world with wonder fee, 
That LovB aod Truth atlaft agree. 



SONG, 
3y SYLVIA. 

^tlTHENr &ft my Shepherd told bis tale, 
^^ He droop'd^uid languifli'd, look'd and figh'd ; 
*• Good Heav'n,*' thought I, and then turn'd pale, 
^ How often meo for love have dUdP* 

Bb^ Th«» 
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Then pond*fing<^^cll, 'thou^t Iag^», 
'^ 'Tis pity kill fo fweet a fwaiiil" 

'With/uch a warmth my hand Tie preft^ 
My heart was fiil'd with wild alarms, 

That bouncing, bouncing at my breaft, 
Cry'd, " Take poor Colin to your armsl" 

And then my tongtte began its ftrain, 

«* 'Tis pity kill lo fweet a fwain !" 

Now Wishes rife, his caufe to plead, 

The mutineers, in faucy bands. 
And roar, " For fhame to ftrike him dead, 

" And have a murder on your hands I" 
« Wishes, you're right," quoth I, " 'tisplait^— 
" Whtt'theu? Wlattkea! I./avV the iwaia.'* 

I rililHlttiiiiiiiifcii*i*>**^— 



ODE TO THE StJN, 



OTHOU, bright Ruler df the daj^. 
To whom unnumbered millions pray, 
And, kneeling, deem thee all diviifej 
Eternal foe of inky Night, 
Who putteft all her imps to flighft. 
Receive the Poet*8 grateful Hne. 

I own I love thy eariy beaoH 

That gilds the hill, and vale, and ftream. 

And trees, and cots, and ru«al fpircs^ 
And, happy, 'mid die vallies* fong, 
1 liften to the minfhel throng, . 

And, thankful, hail thy genial fires. 

Yet, . lo ! the Londs of this hu]?e tol^ *"" ' 
Cafe not tlxre^eftra^efoirtKy brt^httarfc^ 

4 v -i 
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Nay, 



'Naft thy rich lamp with curfes load ; 
When thou gett'fi up, they go to bed ; 
.Ai|d when the nightcap's on tfy head^ 
"^n^ fiarei andflit bke owls abroad* ^ 

Yes, yes, indeed they oft protcft 
' That thouVt .a moll Intruding btaft ; 

And, lo ! in triumph thus thcj^ fi^, 
•* Behdd our Navy, Britain's prided 
*•* From pole to pole our vefTels glide^ 
<* And fdiil as ia&by night as day. 

••* Want we a fruit, of flavour fine ?** 
tExclaim the Gileat-^^* beheld, the pine .. 

** Is better warm'd by.jcoal and t^ : 
*** Not ev'n to one exotic ,plant . ' 
^* The funa perfe6t taXtccan gcant*— 

" Deny th^'jfhibbomfe^, who can?** 

The Footoen. too, with wihlung eyes, . . .' * 

Abufe thy journey up the fkies ; 

Meffieurs Poflillions, Mefdamts Cooks-^ 
-^Content to lie a-be5d all day, 
They hate, alas ] thy rifing ray. 

And curfe thy all-.obferving looks^ , 

"Vex'd to thei^ houFes to 6e^^nv% . 
The Gr e a t retire from routs, their heav'n^ 

And break up in a horrid paffion, 
And cry, ** In times rf oUy indeed, 
'•* The tajtelefs vjorU a fun might need, 

^* But now tbeioQl is out of iafliiom 

'^ About his. bufinefs l^t hinvgO!, ., 

*' And light on other fyftems 3irow, 

** Vulgar s ! that never wax-lights haniile! 
" Nay, while imutt<m light remain*, 
** A fun mth us no credit gains, 

•* But yields to .cy^vy farthing candU.^^ 

Bb*3 Tai 
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The OyEEN of ttiklaCE to ^k& C£tttl^£N, 
yu/i hrfvre her Eicecution^ . 
AN ELBaiAC BALLAD 

FROM my prUbii widi joy could I go. 
And with (miles meet ^e&vage decte^ 
Were it only to deep from my woe, 
Since tlie grave hoMs no terrors for me. 

. But from jwr, O my cABdnen, to part! 

Oh! acowafd Imekift mydoom; 
^ Ye draw me to earth, and mv heart 

Sighs for Ufe, and ihrinks back from thetomtb. 

lift, lift not to Calumky's lie. 
For I know not of guilt and its fears ; ' 

And when at my hxt ye will £gh. 
My ghoft Ihali rejoice in your tears. 

Inblcffings, ah! take mV kft breath ! 

Dear babes of 'my boJom, a(Heu t 
•May the cloud be difoers'd by my death. 

And cgpen ^SuoSmit i&f you i 



*rO A LADY, 

"WHO WISHED ifOT TO BB ADMIBttX>» 

AH, foolifh Delia! firicc you hate 
That people of your charms ihould prate ; 
Give me that race, tiiat air divine. 
And in exchange accept of mine. 

Thus 
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Thus (hall I gain my heart's dtHre, 
• And fct a raptiir'd world on fire — 

As folks- won't lay one worn about ye. 



DEA% Trileioa, do iKitiftljrpaliObddl^l 
Ah ! wherefoie difdain^ll my v^ws And niy fL^ht^f 
Can cruelty. dwell with thd dove? 

Prillida ! think not I mean to.discdvty 
Whatever I tell thee, with fafety believe; 

For Tautb^is the di«]^ter orLow. 

Of beauty and mce thou haft got foch a ftdrcx; 
The eye that beholds, thee, at once miift a£9t&>; 

Nor wifh from thine altar to rove : 
Diftnid not, I beg thee, the poiw'r of thy fmilfe; 
The fwain who now wooes thee, is void of all guile ; 

And Tkuth is the daughter of Lo vs. 

Yet, Phillida, let me confefs in thine car, 

1 would fly from thy charms, which fo much I revere^ 

But their magic forbids me K) move: 
And yet, as inconfiancy opytth^ tWe FAi£, 
Perhaps thou mayftym/^, and thus end my deipalr ; 

Horsnoo is the daughter l7f Lovil. 



ODE 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



jtjfk 9IIIDJ4Ukkl|A* 



ODE Off FREKCH TASTE. • 

"^rplS laughable to fee a Frencfaman fwell ; 
-^ PrDudof his tragic Idol, Pisrrb Co&K£ii.i% 

Bapth% fmfo^iiy le GrawdI 
"But our fop neighbours fee things with^^^^ eyes! 
Ala» ! Sublimity ne!er left hsr pcies 

To take a Frencimanby the hand. 

It it, indocdy^^ery Jif're$tt DAmb— 
A^fiieretncious, noify. Lafs, 1 ^een ; 

A bouncine Giantefs, with eyes of flame. 
And fuch a dating and.Meduia mien ! 

Trick'd out in flauo&g lace, and iHff btXKStdei 
With cabbage-rofes loaded, glaring, vail ! 

Such is thei£reiicbman'« fong-infpiring Maid ! 
The name of this bold Bcobdignag, Bombast. ' 

SuBLf MiTT^s aiweet, majeftic Fair ; 

So iiinpie in her form, and fpeecb, and^cesj 
$0 elegant lier manners and her air — 

A Juno drefs'd by all the eafy Graces. 



T O T I M E* 

AN A1¥ACR£0NTZC> 

r^OME Hither— ppythcehafte, old Tims, 
^^ And fee what joys amongft us reign ; 
The bottle, Music, girls, and rhime, 
And Friendship's foul, delight the fceoe. 

Then hither pf'ythee. Time, repair, 
And taiie the pl^ures Gods Ihould j^^r^. 

The 
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The Tufcan juice profiifely flows ; 

We fing of Love and Delia's charms; 
When MoRViKG warns us to repofe. 

We clafp a fav'rite in our arms. 
Then hither, &c. 

Ah, could our joys/«r ever laft ! 
But, Time, thy minutes ily too h&V 
Yet wouldft thou pafs ene evening here^ 
Thou'dft make each hut a tht^/andjear^ 
Then hittieri Uc. 



S G N 1G« 



"^E GBKTiL *&atjrliiB8, give wcr-fighs^ 
•^ To gain regard in ladies' eyes. 

And make them doat upon ve ; 
Tor LovB has limg been fcick'd to dOd|^ 
Becaufe the little god is pow — 

Who's welcome without money ? 

Try, fe«tU%vRj a djf^nt ftheme>; 
JFor truly )tis an idle dream 

To woo with w<M'ds of honey : 
Change (if ye wi(h fheir hearts to fil;) 
Your hearts into a ceaeh andjix^ 

And Gohi yoMr>C^^ U> nwn^J 



TO 
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_ TO THE 

NIGHTINGALE. 

LONE Minstrel of the moonlight houfi 
Who charm*ft the filentlift*ning plain, ^ 
^ A haplefs Pilgrim treads thy bovif% 
To hear tl^ folitary firauu 

How Toothing is the fong of woe^ 
To mfy whom Lo v b hath doom'd to pine 1 

For, *mid thofe founds that plaintive flow, 
J hear my forrows mix with t^inem 



DINAH, 

OR 

MY LADY'S HOUSE-KEEPER. 

JUST forty.five was Miftrefs DrwAH's age, 
^ My Lady's Houfe- keeper— ftifF, dry, aiS fage, 

Qoodng old proverbs oft, with much formality : 
A pair of iiannel cheeks compos'd her lace i 
Red were her eyes, her nofe of fnipe-tnll race, 

Wh^h took adeal of fnuff of Scottish quality* 

Her fmall prim moutlvborr many aJiairy fprig, 
Refembline much the brifUes on a pig : 
She likewile held a bandfome length of chii^ 
Tapering away to fharpnefs like a pia« 

Her teeth fo yellow much decay befpake, 
.As every other tooth her mouth had fled ; 

Thus, when fhe grinn'd, they feem'd a garden* rtk^, 
Or fheep's bones planted round a flow*ret bed. 



Her 
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Her hair {*clefd carretshj the Wits) was re<f, 
Sleek coin5*^ upon tc roU around her head; 
^Moreover conib'd wp rery cloie behind— 
No wanton ringlets waving in the wind I 

Upon her head a fhaaH mob-cap (lie placM, 
OF lawn fb ftHF, with large flow*r'd ribbon grac'd. 
Yclept a kndt and hrt'dk^ in a bow 
Of fcarlet flaming, her long chin below. 

A goodly ibrmal handkerchief of lawn,^ 

Around her fcraggy neck, with parchment ikiii^ 

Was fair and fmootn, with fhirch precifion drawn^ 
So that no prying eye niight peep withm. 

Yet had it peeped, it had efpied no fwell, 
No lovely iwell— -no more than on a cat; 

For, fel was Dinah's neck (1 grieve to tell) 
As any tombfVone, or a flounder, fiat 

Now on tbb handkerchief fo f^arch and white. 

Was pinn'd a Barcelona, black and tight. 

A large broad-banded apjron, rather fliort, 
Surrounded her long waifl, with fomml port. 

On week -days were black worffed mittens worn ; 
Black (ilk/ ion Sundays, did her arms adorn. 

Long, very long, was Miftrefs Dz n a b 's waift ; 
The ftiff flay high before, for rea/ons chafte ; 

A fcarlet pet^coat fhe gave to view— 
With a broad plaited bacK fhe wore a gown^ 
Of fhjff, of vcllow oft, and oft of brown. 

And oft a damafk, well beflower'd with bine. 
Moreover, this fame damafli gown, or fhiff. 
Had a large fleeve and a long ruffle cuff. 

Black 
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Black worfted ftoclunga. on her lesn. (he iw^ ; 
Black leather (h.oes too^ which fmall buckJi^b^jne^^ 
CompfM'd of (hiniag^filver, alfo fq^sirCy . 
Holding a pretty antiqu^t^ aUv 

Shrill was her v^iqc-tl^ vUiQolthmfgbfH^^^ 
And tunes, attiroe$» were nwitfl: dxfibpcdaiit h^i^, 

Harfh grating on poor Jobm the Eootaiaa*s catr, 
Harfh grating on tbe^egirs of HjQufe-i^d$:A«» 
Poftillion eJke^ who curs'd her for a flirew, 

And £atchen-weach» vd^om Mls'E^T ^U|^to.^M^ 

All, allbutjinu, felt her pow'r6Utpng»<v 
Whofe happier ear. was.footh'd.by;/«M^4^ foog« 

No company but Jc«y % did ib<v Ho(^* 

In horfe-flefh, and a coach, profoutidly dei^ ; 

My Lady's coagfaniao, flout, and your^, and md4y ;, 
Great friends were they. !-r-fiiU oft im^ed together 
They walk*d, regardlefs^ the wind and M^^t^^r^ 

So pleas*d each other'&happinefs tp fludy* 

For Friendship to a Z<^i^ iuii$ a,,>^ffitr- 
Turns to 2ipi^my Dang eR's, giant ^nn-r> 

Nought caus a dread on Friendship's fteady eye: 
Thus did the couple feek the dt^hj grove, 
Where SiLENCB and fweet Mbpita.tion rqve; 

Where So l, intrufive, was forbid to pty. 

Greatly in fenteoces did ihe Relight, 
So pious ! putting people in the right ; 

And often in the pra}Crchoak would (he lo^lir-^ 
Where mairim^ ynz& much thumbed infleed, 
Becaufe (he oft'neH here God's word d^ read, 

The fwceteft page in alj the bleiTcd boi|k. 

All on the Bible too did Di n a h ppre, 
Where chafle Susanna nearly Was a wh — f 
Bf wicked Eldjsrs almoft overcome : 

3 K^ 
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#. • 

Jting David's actions too did Dinah rtad, 
A Man of God's own heart— but call'd, indeed, 
A wicked fornicating rogue by fo?ne. 

Of Solomon admir'd ihe much the Song; 
Could read the Monarch's wifdom all day long— . 
And wher^'s the wonder ? lo ! the gallant Jew 
Of mortal hearts the great queen Fafiion knew : 
Thus fung'he of the fparrow and the dove, 
And pour'd inftru<ftion through the voice of Love. 

John Bunyan read ihe too, and Kempis Tom, 
Who plainly (hew'd the way to kingdom come. 

So modeft was fhe, (ke got turn'd away 
Susan the kitchen -wench, for harmlefs play 

With Dick the Driver — likewife harmlefs Dick, 
Becaufe he took from Susan's lips a kifs, 
Becaufe too, Susan gave him up the blifs. 

Without a fcream, a faint-fit, or a kick. 

If John the Footman's eye oh Lucy leer'd. 

My Lady's Maid, Ihe-watch'd him like a cat ; 
And if the flighted word of Love flie heard. 
Quick in the fire, indeed, was all the fat— 
Off were the couple trundled — man and maid- 
Jo hn for a rogue, and Lucy for a jade. 

If e'er fhe heard of fome forfaken Lafs, 
Who lofl, by dire mifhap, her maiden fame. 

At once (he call'd her trollop, minx of brafs, 
Strumpet, and every coarie, opprobrious name. 

Small was the mercy Dinah kept in flore 
For finful flefh — the fmalleji for a wh — . 

So modejl Dinah ! if fhe faw two cats 
Ogling and pawing with their pretty pats, 

Kiffing and fquinting love, with frilking hops ; 

V0L.IIL Cc Fir'd. 
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Fir'd at the a^^idn,' what woul<f Dinah do ? 
Slip down her hstnd, and (lily take htr Ihoe, 
Then launch in thunder at thfeirani*fous thopf. 

With Pigeons 'twas the fame, an4 other birds- 
All who made love came m for bitter words ; 
Poor fimple fouls, amidft the genial* ray, 
Whom fimple Nat t re call'd to finrtple play ; 
But Dinah call'd it vile ariulteraiionj 
A wicked," impudent domination. 

It happenM on a day, that grievotis cries, ' 
By Dinah pour'd, created great furp^rift^ 

111, very ill, in bed, alas I fhe lay: 
A dreadful Colic^her good Lady wept. 
Gave her richcordiats— to hef hedfide crept, , 

When Dinah begg'd that fhe would go away. 

Down went my Lady to the parlour ftrait. 
Fearful that Di n ah fooir would yield to fete ; 
And full of forrow as my Lady went. 
Sighs for her Maid's tecov'ry back fhe fent. 

Lo ! Do<9:or PbStle comes to yield relief — 
He feels her pulfe — ^is folemn, fatge, and brief; 

Prefcribetli for the Colic — ttought avails ; 
On Dinah, lo ! the dire diforder gains; 
Stronger and fafler flow the colic pains, 

Fear, trembling, palenefs, ev'ry foul aifails. 

" Poor Dinah !" fighs each mouth arouhd the room, 
Joined to a lengthening face of dread and gloom. 

At lafl, poor Dinah pours a death-like groan— 
A ghoflly terror feizeth'ev'ry one : 

fify Lady hears the cry, ahis ! below— 
She lends for Do6tor Pestle— Pestle flrait 
Runs to my Lady— **^ Doftor, what's her fate? 

" Speak, is it death, dear Doftor, yes, or no?" 

^' Notz/^M, hvLtli/e, (cries Pestle) forc'dthatfquiwl; 
** A little Jehv's come to light, that's all." • 

T0 
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TO CHLOE. 

LET Sorrow fcek her native night, 
For ivby Ihould mortals court the tear? 
Joy, Toy fliould wing each moment's fNght^ 
And Echo nought but rapture hear. 

I'll eathcr wifdom from the dovcy 
Ana make my Mp a life of love. 

White'YouTH fit^^fpaTUing^inthme eyes^ 
And lips arc rich with many a kifs j 

Alouditbe YQktoi N^^tuke cn^, 

** I fonp*<l tbofe charpris ajqnc for blifs : 

•* Go, Nymph, learn wifdontfrqinmy dove,K 

** And be thy life a life of love." 



YOUNG FLY 

OLD SPIDER^ 

A FABLE. 

TN this original and' beautiful fable, the Poet alludeth 
-*• to the arts of Men, who, by flattery, &c. are con- 
ftantly laying fnafcs for Innocence, The Bard, more- 
over, fheweth that Prudence may fmile at the machi- 
nations of a great rogue. 

Frcfli was the breath of morn — the bufy breeze, 
As P^£Xs tell us, whifper'd through the trees, 

Cc 2 And 
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And fwept the dew-clad blooms with wing fo light ; 
Phcebus got up, and made a blazine fire, 
That ?ilded every country houfc and foire, 

And fmiling, put on his beft looks to bright. 

On this ^ir mom, a Spider who had fet, 
To catch a breakfaft, his old waving net, 

With curious art upon a fpangl'd thorn ; 
At length, with gravely- fquinting, longing eyc^ 
Near l5m efpied a pretty, plump, young fly, 

Humming her little orifous to morn. 

" Good morrow, dear Mifs Fly,'* quoth gallant 

Grim— 
** Good morrow, Sir," reply'd Mifs Fly to him — 

♦* Walk in, Mifs, pray, and fee what I'm about ;'^ 
" I'm much oblig'd t' ye. Sir," Mifs Fly rejoiu*d, . 
** My eyes are both fo very good, I find, 

** That I can plainly fee the whole, without,^* 

** Fine weather, Mifs" — " Yes, very, very fine," 

Quoth Mifs — " prodigious fine indeed :" 
•* But why fo coy ?" quoth Grim, " that you decline 
*' To put within my bow'r your pretty head?" 
*V'Tisfimplythis," 
Quoth cautious Mifs, 
^« I fear you'd like my pretty head fo ixyell^ 
•* Yoif d keep it for yourfelf, Sir-— who can tell?" ' 

•* Then let me fqueeze your lovely hand, my dear, 
" And prove that all your dread is foglifh, vain."— • 

** I've a fore ^ii%tt^ Sir, nay more, X fear 
" You really would not let it go again." 

** Poh, poh, child, pray difmifs your idle dread; 
" I would not hurt a hair of that fweet head — 
" Well, then, with one kiad kifs oi frien4/hif meet 
« me:" 
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** I^, ^Sir," quoth Mifs, with feeming artlefs- tongue^ 
•* I fear qvlt falutation would be long : 

*' So loving^ too^ I fear that you would eat me'* 

So faying, with a fmile (he left the rogue, 

To weave more lines of death, and plan for pr<^. 



MADRIGAL. 



^17^ HEN Love apd Truth together play*d^ 
^^ So cheerful was the ShepheiS's fong I 
How happy, too, the rural Majd ! 

How light the minutes wing*d along t 
But Love has left the fighing vale^ 
And Tkuth no longer tells her tale. 

Sly ftealing, fee, from fcene to fcenei, 
The watchfiil Jealousy appear;. 

And pale Distrust with ^oubl'd mien. 
The rolling eye^ and lift^ning ear I 

For Love has left the figlMng vale. 

And Truth no longer tells her tale. 

Ah t fhall we fee no more the hour. 
That wa/t^d raptujris 01^ its wing? 

With murmurs fliall the riv'let pour, 
That pratti'd frp^ its cryftal fowg ? 

Yes,, yesy while Lo-ve f orlakcs- thjp vajfic, 

And T*VT9 ^9 lowgpX tflls h« t^. 



Cc 3 to 
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TO C H L O E. 

FIVE thoufand years have rolPd awajr. 
And yet ten thoufand blockheads lay, 
" O Pleafurc, thou*rt the devil :" 
While Naturb bids tbeai joy embrace, 
They fling the blefling in her face; 
Now this is mod uncivil I 

But I'm not one of thofe, (thank heaven f > 
Ingratitude was never giv'n 

To my good heart I'm furc ; 
Would Chloe yield a thoufand kiifles^ 
Upon my knees I'd feizc the biifles,, 

And beg a thoufand more. 



O D B 



COUNTRY 'S qU I R F^ 

0N THE EVE OF HIS MARRIAOE. 

GREAT 'Squire I you are now upon the eye of 
marriage, 
And, O great^QViREj I kndW you are a ^<>g- ; 
Indeed fo fad a brute in all your carriage, 
You'll freely give your wife up for a dog. 

This day will yield aFAiR-oKEto your arms, 
Whofc dow'r are all tlie Virtues, and her charms. 

. . Forc'd 
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Forc'd by the frown of Poverty to wed. 
With deep regret, I fee th' unwilling Fair 

Dragg'd from her Lover, to thy hated bed- 
Sold by a cruel Parent to Despair : 

See her deck'd out by garifh, idle Art, 
To captivate thy vulgar, favage heart, 

And live a Tyr ant's ^^n;^ — a fervile wife I 
How like the viftim Iamb, in ribbons dreft, 
Led from its vale and fport, {o lately bleft, 

To lofe its fweetly inofFenfive life I 

Now, *Squire, I'll tell you how 'twill be ere long«« 
(O could the thunder of the Poet's fong. 

Preventing, dalli thine iron cheek with fhame!) 
Thoul't quarrel with her virtues, peerlefs beauty ! 
Bid ker, *• like fpaniels, underftand her duty;"" 

Upbraid her with the want of wealth aud nama. 

Wilt fay flie came a beggar to thy houfe ; 

That through mere charity thou took'ft her in ; 
Tell her (he " crawls about thee like a loufe, 

" Eternally a torment to thy ikin/* 

How dares thy fancy nude the lying^ thought j 
How durft, alas ! thy villain tongue declare, 

That, when to t/iee the beauteous Maid was brought 
Thy ofFer'd hand with honour cloath'd the Fair ? 

Know, with the virtues of the charming Maid,. 
Know, with her beauties thou'rt loo well repaid ;, 

Ev*n by a/miley that all our envy draws : 
Ah ! when (he yielded to thy lips her kifs, 
Andbofom yields thee, (too fublime a blifs!) 

The lucklefs Virgin barters, j'^w^ for^r^wx. 

At length thou'lt leave her for a wench-^Xhy Cook p 
She will enjoy thy cafh, and love-clad look ; 

The turnfpit-baftards, to thine eye be dear— 
Thy Wi F E, with fweetnefs bordering on div inc,; 
Pale wretch f in fecret fblitude fhaH pine. 

Mourn to the wind^ and drop the iUeat tear» 

T« 
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To heav'n, for helfv Aie lifts th« brimful eye ! 

Kind HfiAv'N refumes the gift its bounty gave — 
With happy heart thou hear 'ft the parting figh^ 

And drunkeni madding^ danceft o'er her grave. 

Thy Cook -wench loon beconies xHiy proper vaaxs^ 
And leaves thee foon for lads who clean thy fhbles ; 

Nofes thee, pulls thuie ears, and pounds- thy pate^ 
And, with much juftice, on thee turns the tables* 

Ma'am Cook fliall oft contrive to fee ihttjkippingy. 

To hide thee froni her rage, from room to ro^n ; 
Urg'd by a ladle- iii II of hr^tk or drippings 

Or by the^rw^ perfuafi^ns of the hoom^ 

To plague a littk more thine aching head^ 

And keep thee, mournful devil, upon thorns; 

Shall take thy own poftillion to her bed. 
And, threat'ning, dare thee once to mention hmts^ 



THE 

COMPLAINT OF MIRZA, 

SELIMA, HIS MISTRESS. 

[prom TKE PERSIAN.] 

WHERE is the Nymph of Sar<ii's greenjdoms^ 
The Nymph, whom every Bard of Perfia luag^^ 
To find the wand'rer out^ aod footh my p?ii% 
Sweet bird of morn, to Mir 2 a lend thy wings*. 

But wherefore feek the Nymph of Sardi's vair, 
Who fullen flies where Horar's waters rdl ; 

Scorns a)l my plaints» that mourn alon^ the gale-, 
And fcorns the fuirge of gCtef* that uaks my {b\ii } 

... Ahl' 
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Ah ! can that cheeky where Beauty's fttitimerdwellsi 
Retain a fmile, whilft Mirz a's forrows flow ? 

Ah ! can that heart, that every foftnefs fwells, 
Forbear to heave on Mirz a's fongs of woe? 

Come, like the mom, pure virgin of delight. 

And, bluihing, chafe the cloud of Mirza's fears; 

Come, like the fun upon the dews of night, 
And| with tliy radiance, fhiile away my tears. 



HAWKING, 
• A BALLAD^ 

IIADB AT FALCONERS HALL> YORKSHIRE. 

/^OME, fportfmen, away — the morning how feir ! 
^^ To the wolds, to the wolds, let us quickly repair ; 
Bold Thunder * and Lightning ♦ are mad for the 

game. 
And Death f and the Devil f are both in a flame. 

See, Backer s,:t » Kite ! — a mere fpeck in the iky — 
Zounds ! out with the owl — lo ! he catches his eye — 
Down he comes with a fweep— be unhooded eacK Hawk ; 
Very foon will they both to the Gentleman talk. 

They're at him — he's ofF— now they're o'er him again : 
Ah ! that was a ftroke — fee ! he drops to the plain— 
They rake him — they tear him— he flutters, he cries, 
He itruggles, he turns up his talons, and dies. 

See, a Magpie ! let fly— -how he flutters and (hambles ! 
Ho^ he chatters, poor rogue ! now he darts to the 
brambles : 

* Names of two Hawks, f Naniet of Hawks. 

; The ^ead Falconer. 

Out 
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Out again-— overtaken— his fpirits now flag- 
Flip ! he*givcs up the ghoft-^good night, Midcr Mag. 

Lo ! a Heron ! let loofe — ^how he pokes liis long neck, 
And darts, with what vengeance, but vainly, his beak t 
Egad, he ihifts well — now he feels a death- wound, 
And, with Thunder and Lightning^ roils tumbling 
to ground. 

Thus we Falconers fport— now homewards .we firay. 
To fight o'er the bottle, the wars of the day : 
And in honour, at nigl^^ of the dutceand its charms^ 
Sink fw^etiy to reft, with a Dove in our arms. 



ODE 

TO 

HEAL T H. 

Peter protcfteth agamil Pbyfic. 



O WEET Nymph, of rofy cheek and fpriehtly mieoy 
^ Who, vagrant, playful, on the hills art leen, 
. Ere Sol illumines the grey world below ; 
Now, doe-like, Skipping wild from vale to vale, 
Enamour'd of the rills and frcfli'ning gale. 
From whpfe mild wing the ftreams of fragrance flpw. 

O ! 'midft thofe hilh and vales contented ftray— «• 
Thou wilt be ruin*d if thou com*ft awav — 

Doftors too much like man-traps lie m wait—* 
They'll telCtiiee, beauteous Nymph, ten thoufand lies^ 
That they can mend thy bloom, and fpackling eyes-* 

Avoid, avoid, my dear, the dangerous bait. 

Like xJtveifirfi woodpock of the year, 
The inilant that he dares af^ear^ 

The 
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The coBrttry 's up to kill him-^dog and gun ! 
' So when thou lhow«ft, ^Nym^h,: thy rofy liace, 
I fee at oncie an .^fculapian cbace ; 

And, oh ! if caught,' thou wilt not -find' it/ir«. 

JLo ! this preelaims lie* vendeth at ^j.'ihop 
Rich immortality in his d«ir drop ; 
Another dire impoftor, bawling louder, 
Swears that it lodges only in his powder. 

Thefe raggamuffins have the name of Quack^ 
Prepared to put thy. beauties on the rack — 

But then, the Regulars /— «ay, what are they ? 
The Regulars^ rfly love, are Gentlemen^ 
Whoni very juftly nine in ten, 
' I with an eye of no fmall dread furvey. 

TheiRegulars'in phyilc, I'm afraid, 
And all th' /rregulars who ply the trade, 

Are juft like men that form an army ; 
Whichever at you lifts his gun, alas \ - 
Will foon convince you what muft come to. pais— 

The fliot' will very amtfartably warm ye. 

Indeed, the only difF 'rence will be this. 
Nor Quack' nor Regular the mark will mifs ; 

The art of killing they are all lo pat in i 
On broken Englifh, fete by that you feek ; 
By this^ upon the wings of mongrel Greek, 
And pye-bald Latin. 

Then once more let me bid thee, blooming Lass, 
To keep, ' Hke' Babylon's great King, at grafs^ 

And thou wilt -find it not an idle notion : 
'Tis fairi that J fhouldtry to favc thy life— 
And know that Death is never half ^o rife^ 

As when the country fwarms with pill and p^tiSm 



O blooming Wat^d'rer of the breezy hills. 
Beware then of thofe potions and thofe pills- 



Be 
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Be kife'all thy fAyfic, rofe-lipp'd Health ; 
Kifles, mjf eafy mjhntmy ne'er are rife^ 
For ever pregtumt^ lovely Ntmph, with llft^ 

hxAfaeeter when they are enjoy'd by fiealth. 

Tve built a neat (bug cottage on the pbdn — 
Pr'ythee drop in fome evening on thy /wain. 



TO CHLOE. 



#^HLOE, I live, and live for thee aUne ; 
^^ Tnift me, there's nought worth living for, beiide : 
Nought for thine abfence, Chloe, can atone, 
Though .Fhgbbus ihines, and Nature poun her 
pride. 

Lo ! fiiU of innocence the lambkins bleat ; 

The brooks in fweeteft murmuts purl along^ 
The lark's the linnet's voices too, are fweet— 

But what are thefe to Chloe's tuneful tongue ? 

With ev'ry balm, the breatli of Zephyr blows ; 

But thine can yield a thoulknd times more blifles : - 
I own the fragrance of the blufhing rofe, 

But, ah ! how faint to balm of Chloe's kilTes ! 

Ye Gods I I mark thy frown, and fcornfiil eye. 
And now thy bridling chin of fcom I fee : 

And now I hear thee, io contemptuous, cry, 
" What are my kifles, (aucy Swain, to thee ?" 

True, deareft Chloe— yet each kifs divine, 
Which dwelleth on thy lips fo very tealing. 

Would quickly change its nature were it mine^ _ 
And raptWous -^xoyt—fuperlatively pleajing ! 

I Lovi 
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luOVE IS ^ generous GoD^ and 'tis his pleafurc ' 
To/ee the gold he gives, in circulation — 

Then ceafe to /loarJ uich quantities of treafurc, 
And be afraid to put hini in a paffion. 

Thy beauties fliould the angry Qodi divide^ 

And throw amongft thy fex, 'twould be alarming; 

And not a little mortify thy pride. 

To meet, dear Chloe, ev'ry woman charmit^^ 



O D p. 

Peter prai(cth Condancy. 

""T^H* unlleady mind is my abomination ; 
-^ I curfe the whiffling and inconilant paffion : 

From me, dear Constancy, don't, don't depart— 
I love the cooing turtle and her mate — 
The Proteus Mutability I hate — 

A Demon when he holds the human hearty 

A flutt'ring flraw, to wander fo inclin'd ; 
Keeping the company of ev'ry wind. 

Old cufloms let us not exchange for new^ 
They fit fo eafy-^juft like an old Ihoe : 
And let us not, as though from Wisdom'* fchook, 
Fancy our forefathers were arrant fools. 

E'en in religious matters^ folks \ovt change ; 
Scheming new roads to hejtv'n, they wildly range ; 




•ill foite of interefty that our race controuls, 

Turning, like pudding-bags, men infide out. 
.Vol. HL - Dd In 
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In Ireland, not long fince, th* unlucky C a ttib, ^ 

And that fad plague, call'd Murkain, had a battle; 

When Murrain nrov'd atnoil vi^orious foe— 
For Ram and Ew7, 's^P irk Bull, and Madam Cow, 
And lufty Mister Boar, and Mistress Sow, 

Were by this rogite in multitudes laid low. 

Numbers indeed refign'd their breath, 
To fill iHk gapifigtombs of death. 

Now m the Parifh, 'mid ft the Mu r r a i n's rage^ 
Which all the Farrier's flciil cookl not aiTuage, 

Liv*d a good Prieft — Father M*Shane ; 
Famous afar for wonder-working pray'rs ; 
Minding not fins one pin, though thick as tares. 

Safe were the fouls of the pr&ne 1 

One Sunday he defir'd to (ay bis mafles, 
Amidfl the field— where beaib of various clafles, 

Infe6bed by this Murrain, might appear : 
His cof^regation follow'd, to be fure ; ! 

Bull, Cow, Pig, Sheep, furrounded himyw* cure^ I 

Yielding his mafles an attentive ear. j 

What happcn'd ? Cifapp6inttd>(^as Ae Devil, 
Father M*Sh ane's good ptay*rs deftroy'd the evil ; 
Bull, Cow, and Sh^ep, fo hungry, graz'd the plains, 
And Pigs, halff^ifhM, feQ upon the grains. 

Inihort, their heahhs and a}^3etite$ retum'd<>-- 
Fatheh M*SHAir«, what? ^laugh'^, while Satav 
iMoittmU 

Proud of his deed, the holy Father went ! 

To a rich ProteilaRt, wkh good intent, 

To make the Murrain from Ats cattle fly : 
* Father M*Shane," the Farmwcry'din fcom, 
•* My cattle all were CktiPch^'Englwid hmmy 

«« And in tbilt bol; £aidi th^ aUfliaUdie*'' 



A LIT- 
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LitTLE SKETCH *; 

or A CERTAIN , 

MOST MERCIFUL ahd LITTLE JUDGE, 

— «— Hunc tu, Romaniy eaveto^i 
Hie nigcr eft ■ 

T O! that iif'periwiggM black Knave in fcariet, 
^^ The robes deep-Uuihing for their Mailer's foul j 
Wiih what folemnity he fits, the varlet ! 
"With what fi^timity his eye-balbjoU ! 
With. what a grave pompolity he blows 
What ha& been often pudl'd^his rmaaBk pug^nofe i 

With what a ianftity pronouncing death ! 
How pleas'd in fecret fwells the fatal breath f 
Refigknt'-ckiath'd, each fenjleoec moves along» 
WhSs tkwft for nMvdcr p»w^>ts the villain's toi^gue^ 

Xook at this ^«4^#«-^thl$ fallow, out of court ! 

The very firft in Rogu&r y's hawk-ey'd fchool I 
A knave^ conuiiittiog crimes of ev*ry fort ; . ^ 

To whonii Hypocrisy's an arrant fool, 

.•* There's no fuch MitMy" the world exclaims.— That*^ 

true; 
But fuch a Mmjttr^ cv'ry day we view* 



I>(f9 SIR 
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SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. • 

1 S it not aftonifhing that the Ufe of fo great a Man as Sir 
^ Joshua Reynolds fliould not have been written? A 
I'ainter who poilefled more of the charming art than almofi 
any fingle Profeflbr that ever exifted. 

pot Fame prockimeth Mr. James Bo swell to be : 
big with the biography of this celebrated Artifl, and ready I 
to link into the Itraw ! ' 

See Johnson's angry ghoft, ye gods, arife ! 

He drops his nether lip, and rolls his eyes ; - i 

And roai-s, " O Bozzy, Bozzy, fpare the ^rti// / | 

** Raife not thy biographic guillotine; i 

" Decapitate no more with that machine, I 

" Nor frighten Horror with ay^fW head: | 

" From Reynolds's neck, the pond'rous weapOK 

keep : j 

** Ceafe, Anthropphagus^ to murder fleep !'* j 



There is a wonderful energy, as well as foDorous fiib* 
limity in this poljji^yllabic expreiiion of tlie Ghoil of our 
immortal Moraliu and Lexicographer, not obvious to the 
minora Jidera of literature. The word Anthropttphagus 
is a derivative ^from the Greek, fignify ing Man-eater; 
and Mr. James Boswell, having regaled maft plenti- 
fully on the carcafe of Dr. Johnson, and meaning to 
make as hearty a m^al on the body jof Sir Joshua Rey- 
KoLDs, furnifheth the perturbed Speftre with an appel- 
lative of fortunate propriety. 

Johnson and Reynolds, lo ! for ever loft I 
Of no great man has Bozzy now to boaft ; 

Of no rich table now can Bozzy brag: 
Indeed, like faded Beauties, he will fay, 
** Envy muft own Pve had myjhining day."— 

What wert thou ? — an illumioated rag ! 

) But 
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But whars become of boaftfiil Bozzy now ? 
Deep funk in mournful folitude art thou ! 
Amidil thy fmall tin-box, fa drear and dark. 
No cQuried Genius caib a. lucky fpark ! 
Nothing to gild thy fdKtary tinder, 
Save the rude flint and fteel of Pbter Pindar. 



EPITAPH 

FRIEKIX 

"pHOUGRheie in <&irM thy relicks lie-, 
-^ Thy worth fliall B^e 'm Mbm*r y*& eye j 
Who oft at Nio»t's pale noon ihall firay. 
To batiic with tears thy lonely clay. 

Here Pity tcHS u weeds foriom,^ 
^lall, mingling flghs, be heard to mourn ;: 
With Geniu» drooping o'er thy tornb^ 
la. fonow foB a BsQther's dooow 



Fd 3 ODE 
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ODE 
ON THE 

CHOLERIC CHARA CTER. 

Frter reprebrndctfa RatNoal Creatures, for their violent Anger agaunft- 



HAPFY tbc man wbofc heart of fuch a fort is^ 
As holds more butter-milk than aqua-fbrtis \. 
But, lord ! how paffiouateare certain folk ! 
How like the fca, refleding ev'ry form. 
So placid !— the next inftant in a ftorm, 
Dalhingagainft theinofienfive rock ;. 

Moundnc; towards the (kies with fuch a thunder, 
As though it wifli'd (the lev'lcr !) to bring it under 
Sun, moon, mid ftars, and tear them into tatters*-* 
Such paffioos verily are ferious matters* 

Men in morality fiiould ne*er be idle, 

But for thofe paffions make a flrong curb bridle; 

When lofty man doth quarrel with a pin. 

In man refides the foHy or the fin- 
Not in the hrafs^ by which his finger's fpitted^ 

For a fmall philofophy we find, 

That, as a pin is not endow'd with mind, 
Of malice call'd prepenfcy Pin ftands acquitted x 

Thus then his aultcarJnefs mufl bear the blarney 
And thus to perfeoute the pin's a fhame. 
Mmy inanimates, as wdl as pins. 
Suffer for other's fooleries and fins. 



How 
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Hour oft a drunken blockhead damns a poS 
That overturns him, breaks his (bins, or head ^ 

Whofc eyes fhould certainly have view'd the coaft^ 
And^have avoided this fame poii fo dread f 

Whereas he fhould have fpas'd his idle cries. 
And only damned Ws own two hlinking eyes;. 

A little Weichman, Wclchman-like indeed. 

Hot as a Chian, that is to fay, 
A Batchelor— and therefore ev'ry Need, 

Was, for fubflftence, forc'd to him to pray t 

This B A TCH E Lo», to fatisfy withall 

His gullet; 
Put into a frntcfl pot— indeed twf fmally. 

A Pullet. 

The Pullet's legs were not to be confin' J; 

So out they pok'd themfelves, fo fleek and. whiter 
The Welfhman curs'd her legs with wicked mind, 

And piilh'd them in again, with moufhous fpite*. 

The Pullet liking not the Pot's embcace^ 
So very noarm — indeed a nat'ral cafe, 

Pok'd forth her flirihking legs again^ fo fair f 
With feeming much uneafinefs, in troth, 
Objetfting^to her element of broth, 

And wifhing much to take a little sdr. 

The Cambro-Britqv. waxTng red and hot, 
And highly foaming too,^'ju(l like the pot; 

Ran to the legs, and fhov'd them in once more r 
But, lo ! his oaths and labour all were^^h vain;. 
Out pok'd the Pullet's boiling legs again ; - .^ 

Which put the Welchman's paffions in a roatf 

What will not mortals, urg'd by rage and (in, do ? 

Mad at defeat, and with a dev'lifi fcowl. 

He feixes with ferocity the fowl. 
And, fidl of vengeance, whirls her out^t window; 

TO 
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TO MISS HARRINGTON^ 

BATH. 

"A LAS, ah3» IVq loft a day t^ 
^^ Good Titus once was heard to fiy^ 

Andforely, (brdv to repeat it — 
What was it made tbr £aif>'ror yxian? 
I'dnve a good round fum, I own. 

To be infomfd bow ^a»he fpent it. 

Dear Titus, quickly leave thy tomb ^ 
£ater of HA&BrKGTOM the room, 

Wkora Music and each G& acs re7ere&-v 
PH a^wer for't thou wilt not %,. 
•* Alas, alas, I've loft ^nday;'' 

But, Gods ! I've foimd fhe hundred years /*' 



ANACREON^ to hw XTRK. 

tsmr TO A LAD¥. 

TJ AIN would 1 ftrike the haij) to Kings,, 
-*^ And^ve towar tbefotinxSngftrings; 
Bu^ lo f the chords rebellioua prove^ 
And|txemble with the aotes of rove; 

la vain I quarrel witlx nay ^e» 
In vain I change the rebd wire ; 
Boldly I ftrike to wsur again, 
B«t bx^ (i^rails tkovgh aU the ftmn^ 



Ohf 
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Oh f fince not lualler of the fhell^ 
Yc Kings, and fons of war, farewell; 
And fince the Loves thefong require^ 
To Ybnus Irefign the lyre. 



*Twas thus, O Nymph, with attic tongue^ 
The gay An a c r £.0 n poured the fong, 

A Bard helov'd by me : 
And who the Poet's harp can blame ? 
Perhaps old Greece could boafta Dams> 

With every grace like tiec^ 



ODE. 



Ptter modeftly^ delicatelV) swd tenderly^ pleadeth againft the ixetjt^ 
Damagts lately given tor ccrtaia illegal Liberties ia Love-matieri. 

A MAN" Toxjy in- the cold dim eve of lifry. 
•"• By way of funfhine, take a pretty wife, 

To wann him, as King David did of yore ;* 
Kifs her neat Uttle finger, pat her cheek, 
Toy with the fnowy beauties of. her neck- 
No more ! 
Preventing thus each Rake of flelh and fin 
From impudently fliepping ia. 

Thus toying^ mumbling, chuckling, the old fool^ 
Who wantteth much the birch of Cupid's fchool, 
£xpe6ls his wife, io ibit^ and fo divine, 

* Here is a fliigranr error of the Lyric B^rd, It was not a wife^ hut 
a psur of pretty black -eyed Hebrew lajfcs^ whom the Monarch, chofe £»r 
his kving campaaioiiK * 
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To £uicy ev'ry fubluuary bUfs 

In cv'ry toying monkey-trick, aad kifs, 

And round ni9 neck» her arms with rapture twine^ 

Tuft like the fitagrant pea^ with biooms fo thick^ 
That curls her tendrils round a rotten itick ! 

For JI/Vkt to raife his hedge, and bar his gate. 
Is nat'rai— -fad is trefpais on th' eftate : 
For who, alas! can fit with filent eafe, 
And fee a neighbour's pig among his pea$^ 

But why ihould be afraid of horns, 

Who married a poor fc^eai, ftanr'd cat, for mmty f 

Heav'ns ! what fliould put the Judge's breech on thorns? 
Where, for the wafps,. alas I U Madam's hon^? 

Tis fwectnefs tempts the iafe6h from the ikies ; 
Gall needeth not a flapper for the flies. 

9o fu«io«6 k tbi» JtT»as ajpmfl^ Cisbm* Conv 
That poor Adultery k juft undone: 
A^a to write, or fqueeze, or wink his evc^ 
Nay, waft the fold's fi»A wither w a, Cgh f 
Woe to the iivkked Cbmit-fefifors wmf \ 

Ten, twenty, thhty, ibrty thoiriiind poaA<fa^ 
For him t» pay wJso ttUks bk nej^^bours qohp v 

Stealing by night fi> fitly to hk ground} I 

^ O 'tis fu vilo, fo wicked ao a^ir ! 

•*- Dreadful a neighbour's honour to enfnare**^^ 

" Take his dear fpoufe without his leave, indeed I 
** Wh«ik ! of hk^afam toal the tender wifcl 
** Thepigcon tci^bis feet, prolonging life> 

^ O/ finking age the fwcet fopporting reed ! 

•^ O that the law would make fuch donrgs ^^th /** 
♦hus roacsr the jeakwa Jud^e, with thund'ring breath. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



<| .,,... 1 rave ftot thus \yith anger pafe, 
Butletthy/tfx;V//<f Justice hold the fcalfe: 
What though we niufl condemn the fmug6;led blifi; 
Ten thou/and pounds are too much for ^i/u 



THE 
ADDRESS OF THE FAIRIES 

to TUt. 

SADIES OF iJ-— ., IN CORVWALL^ 

L£FT ON THE DI^L-PLATE IN THKGARD^N^ 

XTE gentle Maids of Camborne's Druid va'e, 

•*^ Admir'd and lov'd by ail our elfin train ; 
Your worth with wonder and delight we hail. 
And pen, unfeen, for you the tunefal (IraitH 

Beneath thefe oaks our happy court we keep, 

When Midnight nrtestW^WJrid with folemn fway 5 

While youy forgetful, fink to filent fleep, 

We, blithefome, gambol 'mid the tftoonlight raj> 

Sweet is the fpot where Innocence is feen^— 
Dear is the valley where the Virtues dwelh 

8y fuch allur'd, we trip this dewy green, 
Far from the found of Riot's favage yell. 

Health, rofe-Bpp'd Health^ toll crown ycrar Cryftal 
rill, 

And bid with ev'ry balm your Zephyrs blow ; 
Unceafing fong fhall charm tlie echoin|^ hill. 

And Plenty robe withl)Ioom the vale "below* 

Thv9 

/ 
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Thus wing'd with joy Ihall glide your golden hours, 
Till for yon ikies ye bid the world adieu ; 

And when at laft ye leave thefe blifsfiil bow'rs, 
Your little weeping friends will wanxier too. 

Oberon, 
Puck, 

Slossom, 
Mab, kc 



TO CHARLOTTE, 
ON NEfT'YEJR'j DAY. 

BEHOLD anotheryearfuccecd! 
But, Char LOT T£, thou iiaft nought lo dreadv 
Since Time will cv'ry beauty (pare : 
Time knows what's ^^ff/Jr^ff, and well knows, 
'Twould take him ages to connpofe 
Anotlier jydtmitXhalf fo fak^ 



TO CYNTHIA. 



jnYNTHI A, I owA my heart is loft, 
^^ And dare bonfefs it with a boaft 5 

It does a credit to my lighs ; 
For who like thee difplays a face, 
Or who like thee abounds with grace. 

Or fports like thee a pair of eyesf 

But, aM 'tis folly to complaiin, 
Becaufe I hear no fi^hs again, 
A fof^, & fweet return for mine : 



Love 
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Love is a Rogue^ who bade fne gaze ; 
And when he faw mj bofom blaze, 
Refus'd to raifc a fpark in dine. 



HYMN TO SILENCE. 

f\ SILENCE I to our earth by Wisdom giv'n, 
^-^ Yet from the faJhianahU circles driv'n 
To breathing Zephyrs, and the limpid ftream, 
Whofe murmurs fwcetly footh the ftiepherd's dream; 
For thee I often figh, but figh in vain, 
When FojLLY ftuns me with her noify train. 

Oh^. how I wifh thy prefence, when the *Sq^tire 

Impertinently burfts into my room ; 
Hallooing from the kennePs howl and mire, 

And cafting o'er my day, a midnight gloom. 

Yet if his filler Fhh comes giggling, in, 

And talks of fafhions, op'ra, bail, and play ; 

Methinks, my ears can bear the varied din, 

Which forccth thee, mute Maid, to run away. 

Yet 'tis not long I wi(h thee thus apart; 

So much thy prefence glads, at timesy my beart-r- 

For wll^ I ciafp the Nymph, fo fair and young, 
And ileal a fweet acquaintance with her lipy 
I wifli thee in the room at once to fkip. 

And gently take pofleffion of ^er twgue. 



Vol, III. Ee . chcilia. 
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CECILIA. 

/CECILIA,' as 'twas Chrifbnas tunc, 
^^ Refolving on a flight fublime, 

Prepared to pafs her hoiidays in heiv'n : 
The GrODDEss then bruih'd up her wings, 
Pick'd up her trinkets, her beft things, 

Her harp, and fdngs, and pen, by nid&BUs g?ir»n. 

When in.nrih*d Music — ** Madam, no, 
** Indeed you mufi not, jSiall not go"— 

•* Pohl hold thy tongue (the Goddess cry *d), fluai 
** Nhmy; 
** Think'ft thou I'll quit dear Bath, my pride» 
•* And not an eptal tharm provide ? 

** Thou ftupid tf^iture, to forget i2tfjne»w\" 



SONG. 



AH, Delia ! I will not complain, 
Thai another is bleft in thy charms ; 
Yet allow me to^^m^ the Swain, 
Whiom De.i;ia Gan take to her arms. 

I confefs thatno merit is mine — 
That of Delia I ought to dcQ>air: 

Since thy viftues, dear Maid, are divine. 
And thy form like an Angel's fo fair« 

On Fate let me fix all the blame. 
Who Ihow'd me thy form of defire,; 

When I caught from thy beauty a flame^ 
Xhat only with life*caa expire. 



Yet, 
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Yet, Delia, before I depart^ 
Ah ! do not one favour Atjxy ; 

Though Fortune denies rae thy kart^ 
Let thy pity accept of its /gh. 



/ 



MADRIGAL 



C WEET Girl, the man's a downright ^ool^- 
^^ That aiks for coQflancy in love— - 
Variety's a charming fchool : 
How nat'ral for the heart to rove ! 

A form like thisae cao never clc^— • 
And, lo I thy gmce^,. what a jHenty ! 

Then tell nie, why £boiiki tme enjoy. 
TJiB beauties that fuffice for twtnty t 



An APOLOGY 

FOR ^ 

IN C O N S TAN CY. 
TO PHILLIS. 

" WOW 'tis thou governed a^mh*, 
**_-*- I know not verily, O Lo ve | 
•* But to my ^i this truth I know, 
** That FoLJLY teds thy dance MmJ* 

'Twas thus I fplcenful cly'd^ when firft my hm% 
From thy black fparklers felt the fliDging dart : 
In di^oial crape I dsc&'d up ocmny a waAi 

£c» Mad 
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Mad at four looks, I look'd for nought but fmilc, 
Not dreaming once that vinegar and oil 
Produced a fine effedt upon a failad. 

My wary wifdom now is on its guard. 
And cv'ry day, I, Peter, am prcpar'd 

To catch my little Syren out of humour : 
A difappointment at a ball perchance. 
Not fading up the foremoft in a dance. 

Which forms a £»ft for wide-mouthM Madam Ru* 

MOUA, 

TVTay give thee fidgets, put thee out of forts— 
What (lighted Lady loveth fuch reports ? 

Grant that-thine eyes, with fullen clouds p'ercaf!, 
Let fall, alas ! a hearty (how'r of rain-— 

Soon will thofe funs (for long it cannot lafl) 
Peep out with radiance on the world again. 

When, lo ! their beams will feem a great c£al brighter, 

My ipirits alfo dancbg ten times lighter. 

I Jfe Is too mawkifli, if 'tis always /:x3eet ; 

At times, a difappoifttment is a treaj. 

Some fcout this do6trine — Pftia ! the vapid afles ! 

Lord, drown them in a hogthead of molafles. 

When Majesjy was in a monflrous paffion. 

And grimly TntiRLow thunder'd out damnation. 

And Leeds and Hawksb'ry join'd their jowls togethdf, 

Brewing, like witches'of Macbeth, foul weather; 

I cannot truly fay my heart was light : 
Indeed the Bard found fomething nke a fright ; 

Indeed I trembled at the gathering gloom ; 
But when the cloud fo harmlefs pafs'd away, 
My fpirits all fo frolickfome and gay. 

To dance their jig, had fcarcely el^w^rwin, 
I laugh'd at each dark terrifying mien, 
And mock'd the dread tliat rufli'd through ev'ry vein. 

Yet, 
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Yet, k It pol&ble, ye tuneful Nj»e, * 

(Doubtlefs the thought the great APOJ.loip»cks) ^ 

That verfes vended by a Bard divine, 

Can put his fecred lefts into tijff flocks? 
Yes ! and his facred head into the {Mllory j 
So iay the law arebiye^ of Lent and Hilary. ... 

Some, Moderation kick, Hke fods, to dooi^ . i ) » t 
And wi(h their paflicms always in a r«flr. , . . 
Ah ! woulf|thofe madmen wifely time employ. 
They ought to be eemmifti of joy. 

- f 
Too frequent and too violent a motioti 

Will tear the beft machinery to pieces | • ' > 

This doctrine ^o young mailers is a >•#/«», 

A naufeous potion too to Uvti-fak M\ffku . . , . . 

Beyond thf ejrtfavagance 6f rfjime, ^ 

Beyond the flight c4 thought fubiime^ 

I chace not blilTes thus beyoivi all naealiire-i* 
Rapture's a fiery hunter to befhide; 
Indeed I wifh not madman*like to ride^ 

But calm on that fwect filly, chriflen'il Pjleasuhb. 

pHiLLf s, I will not always hare thy fmilej 

At times, I'll give thee liberty to pwi s 
Such is my plan, the minutes to- beguile; ' 

Sometimes in heav'n, my love, and ^>metinie6 •#/• 
Variety affords a zefl to Ufe — ^ 
But, mwm ! We muft not fay this to a 'a)ife* 



HYMN TO LIFE. 



PARENT of Pleas^he, and of -many a groans 
I fiiould be loath ^ part with thee, I own, 
DearLiFxI 
To tell the trudb^ Td falter JoTeii wifi^ 

E c 3 Should 
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Should Heaven e'er deem me worthy of pofTeifing 
That beil, that moft invaluable bleifing. 

Some people talk of thee with much y^rii^^id^ 
As one too pitiful to be enjoy*d ; 

But thou'rta moft delightful girl with «r— 
A hundred thoufand pretty things are thiyte ; 
Indeed, of golden treafure thou'rt a mine. 

Thy manners greatly with my heart agree. 

1 love thy fweet acquaintance from my heart ; 
Will make a bargain with thee not to part, 

Till Fate ihall ilrike our fy ftem off its lunges : 
Confenting to a little gout u>metimes, 
That fpoils my appetite to meat and rbixTie% 

Thofe very ihaqp mgmento-mwri twinges. 

I thank thee that thou brought'ft me into^/m^ i 
The things of this our world are well vjvrth feeing^ 

And, let me add, moreover, well worth feeling*^ 
Then what the dev'l would people have, 
Thefe gloomy hunters of the grave. 

For ever fighing, groaning, canting, kneelii^ ? 

I cannot rife from thee as from a it^% 
As Ho & ACE fays, uti cttviva fatur-^ 
No fucb matter : 
1*11 anfwer for myfelf al leaft. 

No, when it comes that thou and I mull part. 
Life, I fhall leave thee with a fighing heart ; 
Leave the warm precJnfts of the cheierfiil day. 
With lingering longing looks, fays Gray. 

*5ome wiili they never had been born, how odd ! 
To fee the handy works of God, 

In fun, and moon, and ^rry iky; 
Though laft, not leafl, to fee fweet Womav*s charms; 
Nay more, to clafp them in our arms, 

Ax^ pour the foul in love's ddicious figh, 

Is 
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Is well worth coming for, I*m fiire, 
Suppofing thattliou gav'ft us nothing more. 

Yety thus furrounded. Life, dear Life, Vrntiine; 
And could I always Call thee mine^ 

I would not quickly bid tliis world ^rewell ; 
But whether here, or long, or ihort my flay, 
I'll keep in miAd, for ev'ry day. 

An old French motto, P^ive la hagattlUf 

Before us He a v 'n hath plac'd the tear and fmile ; 

Each may be won with very trifling toil- 
But if there be in nature fuch a mule. 

Who, willing with misfortune to be curft. 

Should, like an ideot, madly choofe the firf!. 
In God's name let him funer like a fool* 

Misfortunes are this lott'ry world's fad blanks ; 
Prefent<^ in my opinion, not worth thanks: 
The Pleasures are the twenty»-thoufand prizes, 
Which nothing but a downright afs defpiies« 



ODE TO ADMIRAL HOTHAM. 

T^HRICE happy man, on whom Dijnd as and Pitt, 
•*' With all the energy of human wit. 

And all the pow'rs of fecTcd truth befide. 
Have laviih'd the wild torrent of their praifc, 
Deck'd thy bald head with Glory's brighteft rays ! 

Hade from. thy veflel with unwounded hide ; 

Thy vefely which, like thecy *mid WAR'salarro, 
And m/jg^^f^ danger, taxxtio mighty Isaxai, 



Great 
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Great Tak, at once tbf comfc fbr Eof^awi Aaptf ; 
England, broad ibnring,. quite upon the gape^ 
To meet the Victor, by whofe arm Dundas 
Declares wiN(t marv^hui thh^t hstevt qovm to paA I 

Yet as we beaf thee thfongMbe ftreets along, 
Amid the (hmning ihotil and howling fong, 

Suppofe aPATRioTSAGft ihonU croia thy way^ 
And, claiming filener^ a(k ia manly tenc^ 
^ What for thefe honours, Hot ham, haft thou donei*' 

HoTHAjf ! DOW wkat the devil wHt thoQ fay? 



From THa PBa»iA«[ o» EMIR JOAD. 

TO 

THE BUTTERFLY. 

WEET child of fiimmer, who from fioVr to fiowV^ 

To iip each odour, fport'fl on fllken wing ; 
I greet thy prefence 'mid the golden hour, 
WhiUlwiththebtnbdieinifosof S«RDiring.> i 



S 



I fee thee perching on each roie's bloom ; 

From fragrance thus to fragrance wont m gBde j- 
Now from the tender vi'let waft perfume; 

Now fix'd upon the lily's 6iowy pride« 

Though bleft art thou^^^nny biifs is greater ftili f * 
I kifs the bolbm of the brightidf Fair i 

The charm< oi AofiL all my fen&s fill ; 
And wkilft tbo£i chamirl pxefs^ her \avz I flu»e; 

But thou a nHilmil paflion canft Aot know | 

No fond endearments caiF ret^mi to xis^i-^ 
Whilft J, belov'd, with conftant rapture glow— 
^ 8w«i^t child of fummer, come and envy m. 



ODB 
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ODE 

I 

TO THK 

LION SHIP OF WAR, 

OK HER RSTURM WITH THE EMBASSY FROM CHIKA« 

Tr\EAR Lion, welcome from thy monkey txvp*^ 
-*^ Glad is the Bard to fee thee, thou good Ship; 
Thy mournful enfign, half way down the ftaff. 
Provokes (I fear me much) a general laugh! 

What fad long phizzes thou had now on board ! 
A high and mighty difappointed Lord ! 
And, lo! a dl^ppointed doughty Knight; 
Whofe buds of hope have felt a horrid blight. 

Say, wert thou not afkam'd to put thy prow 
Where Britons, dog like, learnt to crawl and bow ; 
Where Eafiem Majefty,. as hift'ry fings, 
Looks down with fmiles of fcorn on Weji&rn Kings ? 

Ah me ! 'tis univerfally allow'd . 

That Eaftern Monarchs are prodigious proud : 

Unlike the humhle Monarchs of the Weft — 
Such kind, and pliable, and gentle creatures ! 
" So placid, of their fouls, and fweet, the features ; 

Where.nought but Virtu e Is a welcome gueft. 

Your Eaflern Defpots, in their lofty ilation, 
Exped^ the cenfer of rich adulation 

To burn for ever underneath their nofes : 
This incenfe boalts a certain opiate pow'r ; 
Whofe pleafant, ftupefying, plenteous ihpw'r. 

The optics of the undejftandiiig clofesi 

- Pit). 
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Producing, too, a charming gaudy dfeam, 
-In which Kings think they £>ld the world's efteem ; 
Thioic, tod, the confcience found, though foil of holes. 
And virtues, tliick as herrings, ia their fouls. 

O FtATT'RY, thou attendant on In a nit y. 

Thou meat, drink, clothes, and furniture of Van itt, 

*Tis cruel to attack a ftebh head; 
Yes, CTUe! — Hkewifc Ifet meadd, Tifinme — 
Who never makeft nnention of his name, 

Poor, eafy, gapnig cucbcxr, xrhen* ^Xi&dtcuL 

Once more to ihee^ O Lion, to return—' 
A fubjed form'd to- bid all England moiif a \ 

f 
O think upon thy RaiTows, how difgnc*d, 
As to the palace of Je»ol they rac'd^ 

So ihabbilyy fo tawdrily array 'd !* 
The tiatives, with horie laughs^ the ti4b€; remarkkig,'^ 
While, grunting, kicking, braying, howb'ng, bar]ung,^ 

Hogs, dogs, andafles, joined the escvakade ! 

Not Staunton, with his Doftor's gown and cap, 
Could from the populace ^tain me clapf 

m \ 

* '« I canno^ but add to the obftacks which we received from tbft 
curioiiry of the Chuiefe people, fame fmall degree of mortification at 
the kind of iidprdlion our appenriace feemed tomakeonthem : for 
they no fooner obtained a fight of Any of iis, than they unWerfaily 
burft out into- loud {boots of laughter,*'— -F/ir Ander/^Kt'i Narw0tnmif 
the Britt/b EjHtaJfy i» Cbirta^ 

f Mr. Anderfoft fuppofes the clothes for tht fulte of the AmbafTador 
were fecond-hand things . purchafed from the fervants of the Frencli 
Ambaflador LaaenK> or from the Bay-houfes-^perhaps from Mon* 
mouth-ftreet. 

X « We found ouriclyet (%f Mr; Anderfon) intermingled with t 
cohort of pigs, aHes,. aad dog|9^ which bsokc our ranks, ^b as the^ 
t4r#r#, and put u» intO' irrecoverable comufion. All formality of pro- 
celTion, therefore, was at an'et\d; and the Ambaflador's palanqiiin " 
wis fo far advanced ^before ui^ as to make a little fmttrt nuntwig necef- 
(«y to overtake W 

Nor 
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Nor poor Macaxthby, with his Har and dblMm !«» 
Child-like, he might ^s* well have bad a foi!b on ! 

Ah me ! before he fsulkl, a friead, 
I told ye all how things would end.* 

Tell roc, who planned this filly expedition f 
That brain mas fucdy ixia mad jcondhibn : 

Say, was k Avaxdcs, the lean old Jad«, 
Who, though baif Afia's geros her CBq>fe iliime^ 
(Sol's radence on a .melai&cfady tomb) ^ > 

Can Join with M&Aimess in iier dirtieft tttde? 

Who told our King, the embafly would thrive, 
Mull be the moft-egr^ious fool alive-— 

God mend that Courtier's head, or rather tsafiifvt ^ 
Perhaps he cry'd, ** Upon the rich Hikdoo 

Y9ur glorious MtqeAj has caft its fitoe, 

** AndCniNA next, myXisos, mad be your tn^f-j^;'* 




/^HIU) of the fumfmer's golden hour, 

^^ Who, happy, rov'ft from flow *r to flow'r, 

Now fpprtive winnowing 'mid th' expaixfe of air ; 
O Wieleome to my little field ! 
Each leaf of fragrance may dt yield ! 

Yes, dwell withxs^, and Haxu&£!s .bounly fiiare. «. 

* See my Epiftlc to Lord 'Macartney, in which I propheiied fome- 
wh^t more than came to^jnfs, as the £mba% was ^fjd JUt mot JUtmally 
:^^^^S,^u^> iays Anderfon^ « we. entered Pekin like. /Hti^i,Tiirt re* 
nained in it like frifimrsf and wc quitted it like vagrants, 

5 No 
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No black Sit Joseph* with his net, 
And Jonas, wheim'd with duft and fweat, 

Shall rudely chafe thee far from my protection ; 
Wild-leapinr ev'ry fence and ditch ; 
So rank the Virtuofo itch. 

For making a rare butterfly colIe;dion. 

Yet round thy paper^g^bbet, laud would flow, 
Amid the Knight's brare breakikfU in ^oho ; 

With n4>ture fhown to toaft-and-muffin Sa(gea : 
With thee too, would the r^al Jwnuds ring ; 
And ev'n thy pretty mealy painted wing 

Emjdoy deujiption fweet, for fifty pages ! 

Yet wliat, alas ! is praife to people dead? 
A panegyiic on a lump of lead— » 

Precifely ib! 
Ye Gods, then, let me all «r^ praifes kear^^ 
For verily 'tis wifdom to prefer 

One grain above ground^ to a pound heUw. 

Rare Child of -^ther, pr'ytbee then agree 
To choofe the offer'd field, and dwell with me : 

Here will I mark thee, 'mid thy meals, how chafle ! 
So bufy on the flow'rs of golden hue. 
And filver daifies moiil with morning dew, 

How innocent, how iimple thy r^ail ! 

Ah ! diff 'rent far, from Us who grofsly lave 
Our lips in beef and mutton's (anguine wave ! 

Whilft We^ Si Tzct barbarian, cruel, Jh^^^ 
From hogy too, form the dinners of the day— 

From hog, that lodg'd of yore the Imps ,of evil !{ 
Intrepid He whp ventur'd thus to dine ! 
Methmks the man who dreamt of eating ^/W, 

Muft really next have thought of eating devih 

^ Banks. f Jonas Dfyander^ the Knight's ^ne f» mm. 

X T4ie hiftery of the heed of fwine is luiverfally known as well as 
beUcved. 



ODB 
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ODE 

. MODERATION. 

^ O OME folks are mad, and do not know it>'* 

'^ Says fo^e one — ^I foi^ the Poet ; 

And verily the Bard was in the right. 
Wild as a piippy chafing butterflies^ 
The world hunts Transport with kcw nofe and eyes; 

Deceitful Lafs, who often proves a bite ! 

The calm, cool, philofophic hour ; 
The purling brook, Jthe w'oodbine bow*r. 

The grove*% the valley's fweet and fimple fong ; 
Morn's virgin bhifh, ind Evening's fetting ray. 
On n^ore than hklf the world are thrvwn. a'may^ 

Whofe joys muft like a whirlwind pour along^ 

Calmly let me begin and end Life's ct^pt^r 5 

Ne'er panting for a hurricane of rapture : ; » 

Calm let me walk — not riotbus and jumping : 
. With due decorum, let my heart 
Perform a fober, quiet part. 

Not at the ribs be ever bumping, bumping. 

Rapture's a Charger^^ohtn breaks his girt, 
Runs off, and flings his rider in, the diftf - - 

Lo ! when for Gretna Green the couple fbrt, 
' Love plays his gambols through eaeW throbbing heait \ 

Squeezing and hugging, kimng, on they go ; ■ . 
Wild, from' the ch«fe, they poke their heads to Jo BNy 
•* Make hafte, dear John, drive on, drive on, drive on*- 

** Lord I lord ! your horfes are fo very flow I" 

VoL.IIL Ff And 
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And whilft, foe Gretna Green, each turtle fighs, 
The Blacksmith* feema an Angel in their eyes*^ 

But when this Blacksmith hasperform'd his part^ 
Pofleflion quells the tumults pf the heart ; 

The heart with foaming blifs no more boils over! 
Now Icifurely |nto the cfaaife they ^t ! 
They a(k no John to dnve, no horfe to fweat ! 

No eyes keen (parkFe ftiows the burning lover; 

No kifles 'midft the joltirig road they foap ; 
Cmli a now takes a comrortable nap : 
Down on her cheeks, her iocks didie^l'd Aow ; 
c t^dt ^Aly fmodth, but much like locks of Hay ; 
Her cap not much refemblrng Aipine fnow, 
Shook from her rolling wearied head away. 

The Youth too, with his noddle on his br^afi ; 

His hair all carelds, much in hay-like trim ; 
As though fweet wedlock's joys had loft their zed ; 

As though a dull indiiF*rence damn*d the whhn ; 
With mouth half Oiut, that heavy feems td fay, 
•* The devil take the Blacksmith and the day, 
•* Who tied me to that troHop, now my Wife, 
•* Juftlikeajack-afstQapoll, fox life P* 



. . THE 

PRAIS^ bT ANigCDOTE. 

BLESSED be the Retailers of Anecdote^ who afford, fa 
mu<;h pka&nt a];id light . fpod lo the mind, filedbd 
ipore pbrtic^llarly be MiisTER JfoHif Nicjhols, compi- 
*Jerof the Magazine oi ^^Uantity^ and Ipi^ his'woaderhil 

. „ ^, I . !;.,.!.. 

* Alfo a Divine, who gains a conafortabfe maiotCDance Vj making 
OMtrimonial chains as well as horfe-(hoes» 

coadjutor 
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t^adjutor Do/ctob (not MSfier) Ricr>lrd Gough, 
wjbo fo often giveth that dkJ dcvourer Timr ^ vomit, to 
make him difgorge 

A furWow of good Qu*e5K Boss's tail; 
A tayU>r's thimble^ and a rufly nail. 

Important is the moft trivial Anecdote of an extraor- 
■ffinary perfon; and when confcchited by Age, it becomes 
invalu^ible. 

Thus of himfelf fayeth the celebrated Monfieof 
Men agk, one of my great precur/ors in AnOy who, if I 
•may be in tiie falhion of alliteration, could give dignity 
tp ^ dunghill, grace to a gutter, prettinefs to a pigftye^ 
horiQvir to a horfe-pond, and majelly to a moufe.' 
•^ When I boarded at Angers,*' fays this extraordinary 
ni4n, "the Miftrefs of tUe houfe quarrelled with the 
Tfiaj^ for the lofs of a pound of butttr, which, by fomd 
ihe^tns or other, had fneaked oai of the way. The girl 
declared that the cat eat every bit of it. The incredulous 
ffiifrrefB fwore it was falfe ; and, to be convinced, iht 
put the cat into a pair of fcales ; when, lo ! the animal^ 
iD the maid^s confufion, weighed only thrte quarters qf a 
pound !" 

** It is a fortunate thing (lays Moofieur M^naoei 
in another place) to be acquainted with celebrated peo- 
ple." The fmallei^ anecdote of a man of cenfequencQ 
adds a gem to the treafures of Hiftory. Adqptipg thi3 
idea, I fhall from time to time communicate tp n\y 
««eaders pretty littlp ilxnries of Great People. To begiit 
with his prefent G^acb of Leeds, who is Mufician^ 
Politician, and Poet — 

^Tw^ in that f^afpii of the year, ! 

When Orajto^iq^ fweet appear, 

Aq4 tai^ifui warbler^ aiji diyi^iely fing^ 
UnJike the jiktk bir4s, 1 wot, 
Whp c|(^ in froft and fnow tl^ tbro^, 

•dUMl c^W« m fepamer only, ^d t^ ipring x 

F f a • that 
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ihsXj being in. the Green Room of Corent Gstrden, P 
ihimbled on his Gracb of Lecds, who, notwkhfbnd- 
ing his having been the burthen of one of my merry 
fongs, voluntarily and fmilingly addrefled ti^ Bard^ that 
is to fay, me^ the Lyric Peter, O tlOIHTHS. The 
iinexpe6Mnefs of the falute produced a palpitation, 
mixed with a quantity 6i reverence. " When was you 
in Cornwall laft?" (aid his Grace, with a fimper. 
** About two years fince,'* replied I — " Pray when was 
your Grace in that province?" — " Laft year," anfwered 
the Duke.—" The Duchefs accompanied your Grace, 
I prefume?" quoth I, in a pretty, tender, unpreibming^ 
and winning tone. " She <//</," rejoined his Gracei 
with the moft affable fmile, and conciliating manner. 
*' GoDOLPHiN is wildly fituated," quoth I. " If I 
miflake not, Cornwall was made the fcene of thtf diahUriu 
ai the old Spanifh and Italian writers of romance.''-^ 
*' Hem, hem," rejoined the Duke, with a fmile and a 
nod, which feemed to me^ though intended as tones and 
fignals of aflent, to imply more ignorance than htoivledgc^ 
which every G^eat Man is too great to coiifefs. Has 
Grace now turned the ^fcourfc to Shakefpeare^ and 
Piyden, and . Pope, and fome more modem autbofii 
with a pretty volubility, and fome critical remark^ 
wiiich, though not in the true fpirit ofLonginus, was 
really not contemptible ; for the Duke is a bit of a Poet ; 
witpefs an unfortunate Prologue or t\»'o, and fome fortU" 
nate amatory ^nzas, that won the heart of the Duchefs. 
Part of the natural hiftory of a Poet is a defultory diibo* 
fition, leaping from earth to heaven in his frenzy. Here 
the converfe of the proportion took place ; for, after a 
Itiblime quotation from Shakefpeare, the Duke abruptly 
defcended to the humbler fubjed of his no/e ! ! ! ** Hoii^ 
came you. Sir, in your Ode, to attack my nofe ?'* This 

FLS a thundering queflion ; for thou knoweft, Reader, 
thou haft perufed all my lyrical lucubrations, that his 
Grace's probofcis has been the fubjed of a poeticad fmile. 
^ My Lord Duke," anfwered I, ** when your Grace, 
Lord Hawkefbury, Lord Thurlow, Lord Sidne]^, and 
i^ers, your colleagues in Adminiftrationy took it into 

your 
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jwr heads to attack roe, I thought a poor Poet had a 
right to the laws of retaliatioix.".— "^ijt ^Jy ^ttack 
,my m/ey Sir, why attack my nbfe?'* Jhe xbnverfatioa 
^Ow took a 45Urii to his Grace's k^pwledge ^ the, 
JPofts, frogi whjch he n^ide many quot^idqia^i ^^^^ 
jfoqke t]fi8ffn with propriety :— -on a fudden he qi^Ut^ 
J^afi cbffics, and reverted to his iiavourite and wp^nfi^ 
^Q^|^r«.— ^^VBut why attadc my fvf/e f is tljiere^ny tfji^n^ 
fm€fimjnf^\xk my irie/tf/" I airfw^i^, . that, atthe tifljke'J 
fOf ntiooed it, I was not certain whether he ha/d a n^ 
jor ^0, .as its exideace was only fancied fii^om re^t ; bv^ 
j(hat j iif€r$u his Grace had/fomr^ ^uad. i^eant to e^p(c^ 
it ^g^inft me with hofiiUty. T}i}s an^er produced i^p 
.reply. ' The Duke flood mute and limuering for a ^'^ 
rininutes, and then broke out on a fudden, " I will in- 
troduce you to the Duchefs." We immediately quitted 
the Green Room arm in arm, and repaired to a Stage- 
'box, that held her Grace and Sifter, Mifs Anguish. 
The introduction was refpedful, folemn, and awful— 
when, behold, the Duke, unable -to ^uit his fevourite 
topic, turned the folemnky of the meeting into farce. — 
«* My love," (quoth the Duke to the Duchefs) " I have 
i>een alking the Doctor what provoked him to attack my 
nofe V^ Then turning to me; ** Pray, Doftor, what 
provoked you to attack my ^^ofe ?" Driven to the ne- 
celfity of a compliment, I, replied, thai " had I feen 
his Grace's wg/^' before I wrote the Odes, I fhould moft 
certainly have compofed a panegyric on it inflead of a 
Jot trey as the jK>fe Avas really a very good ilofe inde^.** 
The ladies fmiled, the Duke was pleafed ; I leaned over 
the box, to fheWithe audience into .what good comptny 
Fortune had thrown, me. The converfatlon grew more 
■cheerful — feveral ingenious impromptus were exchanged. 
At length I took my leave, with a profound bow of 
-thanks for the honours .1 had received.- His Grace 're- 
turned my bow ; the ladies alfo moft condefcendingly. 
bowed to my bow; and forth I went, with exultation, to 
communicate this fudden peripetia or change of fortune 
4Q.all my acquaintances. 

Fi 3 Centlb 
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Wouldft thou not have imagined tliat the wjr iaiciet 
was buried for ever ? Such was my too credulous op 
nion ; but /ronti nulla fides ! The very next pubUc din- 
ner 1^ Grace gave, what did he ? He exhibited a lu- 
dicrous account of our interview ; applauded his own 
amacinc; magnanimity, wit, and condefcenfion, and 
laughed at the Poet. Dafiied £n>m the pinnacle of my 
ambition, for I expeded a hig^ place in AdminiibratiQ&, 
and mortified by the difappointment, I fat me down, and 
in the true fpint of forrow wrote the following pathetk 
Aanzas. 



THE 

SONG OP DISAPPOINTMENT, 

AM ELEGIAC BAI.2.AP. 

HOPE whifper'd fine thinp in my ear; 

I belicvM her, though tnck is her trade : 
She told me that Fortune was near, 

Who had always befaav'd like a jade* 

Great names Utile people adound— 

How 'witching the title, Your Grace I— 

My Lord Duke, Lady Duchefs, What found I 
Big with honour^ and dinner, and place. 
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In btKf I join'd the Duke's table, 

Where his Grace fo ioftrudively^ chats ;• 

Defpifinp my f;arret, that ftable, 
My joint-Qool, aad my penn'orth of fpratSr 

In fency I joi'd vfith his Grace, 

And felt a huge torrent of blifsi-^ 
Tkefkl flatter'd the Diichefs^s ifece,. 

And whifper'd' love-ftories to Mifs.* 

In fatncy his Grace I beheld, 

Heard his mouth with found eritScifmopc^ 
That mouth moft delicioufly fwell*d 

Witrh (juotations from Djblyden and Pope. 

In fsmcy I heard him aloud- 
Read his prologue fo fweet to hirgueds ; 

Saw wonderment flare from thexrowd, 
And' rapture burft wild from their- breaftd*. 

Now I heard him delightfully thrum ; 

Now in praife of old mufic a raver ;> 
Now Handel's huge chorufles hum ; 

Now a critic on crotchet and quaver.. 

' In fancy a bonfTre I blaz'd ; 

At my wit heard them call out "' encore^,!*" 
While the room* with aiionifliment gaz'd,. 
Prepared ev'ry moment to roar: 

But the Duke has fecreted his face ; 

To the Bard what a terrible blow T 
And gone arc the Smiles of her Grace, 

And the4miles of eaclt A-KGUfsH af-Jk 

But I'm not deluded alone ;. 

To another he fadly behav'd ; 
J)o^or Jackson, by promifes woh. 

Cut ius curls from his pate, and was ihav'd. 

* Mi6An£uilh» 

Though 
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Though the DoAoi'lookM tiiurt wVi his Msk 

Sublmic too^ and fwarthy^ and big ; 
|ie was told, when a fiifhouy his iocks 

Would «xpeai /M htLl rf-mg> , 

A wig was ac6ordfng!y bought, 

As a caulifloW*r large, and as lair ; 
Where the barber too, blcft with good lliought^ 

Wove religion and pomp in €ac£ hair. 

In fhort, 'ti^'as fo folemn a ^mx, 

So form'd for concerns ofthe foul ; 
rPeeple (carce could decide on its phiz. 

Which look'd wifeft, the caxon or jowt 

But after this grand opentioa 

Of clipping and wigging, I trow, 
Sore baulk'd was poor ^Gwr!/* ^xakadoo, 

But tM^^none with certainty know, 

"Some thought Heaven with the wi^ was difpleas'^; 
- But people may think as they hft : 
Others faid (with malLcioufnefs feiz?d> 
Heav'n hated the priJe of the Pricft. . 

.So the Do(^or no Bifhop was made* 

Nor at prefent a Bifhop is hej 
And it alfo may fafely be faid, 
- That a Bifhop he never will ic 

But the Duke too is thwarted, I ween ; 

Who looks up like a hawk to the Crown ^ 
But, alas ! our good King and good Queea 

Have nevrr vouchfaf 'd to look down, 

* Con, I. e, CoriTcqacntial Jackfon— a conftant appellative bo- 
fiowcd on kirn at tlie Univetfttytt^ Oxforid. 

a -New 
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Now to Diiike and to Duchefs adieu ; 

Adieu to my honours Uke-mfe s 
The vifion departs ftom my view. 

And HoPE) the iidfe flatterer, flies. * 

My teeth too are robb'd of fwcct picking | 

Ah teeth, to good eating attached 1 
And thus have I counted my chicken, 

Poor blotkheadi befoi^ they were i^t€h*<lt 
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<CO^VEKTION BILL, 
Jif p i> E. 



0<^frifanumvufguifttatcet--» 
'Favtif tinguii, HoR* 

f hare the Mob>^Avaunt the W^%ar Thmj;f 

• Pittas riW)j/74lMk 
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Td TBI 

READER, 



Gsvrm Readbi, 

n^HE infufferable licentiournef9 of the prefent agc^ 
-^ with regard to political opinion, demands an iromc-^ 
diate redrrfs. As tne freedom of difcuifion may be the 
lois of a MiKisTEn's Place^ /^a/. Minister is in the 
right to make ufc of his moj^ wrtuous Majority t» 
bring in a Bill 

, For binding to the peace the Tongue and Pen, 
So hoflile to the ^ace of Cot7RTiER Men^ 

who, as Pope (ays of his friend Addifon, 

— ** damn for arts that caus'd them/elves to rife.** 

Messieurs Pitt and Dun das were npt ^t-vaiiam 
when they ftumhled on this Convention Aft, ^whatever 
the world may think. The Jolly God, it is feid, was 
for cwr^ forced. to give place to the Goddess j^c/e^/ Pru- 
dence, who has totally prefided over this Bill} which 
'oiifely orders that ^ dtrzen mgnj like a dozen titles, cf voine^ 
fball .not pais from, houfe to houfe without a permit. 
Convincea of the neceffity and noifdom of our Premier's 
political manoeuvre, I join bis flandard, and heartily vote 
to perpetual confinement the Pen 

That, with its lever nib of brafs. 
Tries from his pow'r to heave Dundas ; 
And ToNouE that, with its crufhing wit, 
Treads, like an Elephant, on Pitt, 
By Slander urg'd, whofe breath of flame 
Melts the fair columns of a Name. 

P, P. 

ODE 
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ODE 

TO 

Mr. PIT T. 



A CCEPT a CoNVEUT, Ode-compofing Peter ! 
'^^ " The THUNDER-BEARING BiRD of Biitilh mctrc," 

Says Fame, from truth not often known to wander : , 
To thee Job's war-horfe from ParnafTus, Pitt, ' 

A gentle Beaft, I kneeling take the bit. 

Like tam'd Bucephalus to Alexander ; 
A Horfe to oder Riders fo uncivil ; . 
Who rear'd, and plung'd, and kick'd them to the Devil. 

Since Impudence, afluming Freedom's form. 
Near Mother Red-cap brews the dangerous ftbrm, 

Aflembling fuch a formidable rout ; 
Loud threatening, too, O Pitt ! in evil hour 
To blow thee, like the goflamcr, from pbw'r; 

'Tis time, full time, methinks, to looi abouu 

Say the foil plan thon meaneft to purfue. 
To curb of Liberty this'upftart crew : . 

Our eyes are, hawk-like, on the Iharpen'd gaze. 
Pronounce how many men fliall meet together 
To canvafs our political foul weather, 

And ihakc their heads, in hopes of better days. 

If not too pert — Thou great reforming Man, . 
How many wilt thou fuffer in a clan, 
To groan their grievance, whifper woeful tale, • 
Where the fmallTap-rpom pours-its gin and ale? 

Voi.m, G g 8£Di. 
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»94 THE CO^VBMtno^ BILL.*: 

Skoitiov lurks within a portrh-mug — 
£i< in a glass of gin the knave lies fnug ! 

Who drimhy in rank rebt- Uion dips bis nofe ! 
T like not ig^is f too oft t;hcy (C»rry treafon : 
Tlien let us cut at once the ralcars weafand. 

That dares to drink ** a Re^ to Freepom's Foes !" 

And if to Nbw8-fm>ers Aou^turn^-thine eyes. 
Hot-beds oflreafon upon treafon rife, 

Save Rose * s 'gMilt t< f s ^M iw4l-^.lution ! 
But, VL Jkeer heavinefs can aid a caufe, 
GEoiGB'stwo Brats *iball pound ^Peoplle^s jaiK*Sy 

A&JfigsxxA /ta/ do wonw>usxf^uUQn. 

Rebellion laiats a-vdl^^, too, J.tlu^d^ 
And wondrous danj^r ^cs within .a-wrV / 
Much in a^n^, and ^uch in fifud^yes: 
But, if a ^0428 efcape, a Monarch dies, . 

Augustus afted very figely— for as 

He lov'd twaPoel^ ViaGii^cail'dy land.HaR^c^^ 

Heiflued proclan^tion, whtre,. qu<^ he, 
•• Let no one Poet, upon pain of death," 
(And, Lord ! hoiv dangerous that fame lor&,of t»reath I) 

** Dare, if be v^ues life, to mention Me." 

It had a very fine eflPeifl:, iays Fame ; 
E'en cats and puppies revereoc'd C^sAn'snaine ! 
Thus let <wr CjESar juounJted be on high. 
And no .one takeiisjuimcm vain^ but Pye. 

.* Mr. George Rofc, of the Trcafwy, U the Tioprieter ofttrm 
News PapeM, mijuittgied the Tiiie Briton abd the Syn : x^t firfty 
|ileafantly fdbulwi ; and the laft, never emitting a fingle Ray, Tbey 
»re intended^ hajvever, as two braxen pillars of ow bttffy ConftKutioa, 
acquainting the world with every motion of Majcfty, "Geoi^e is really a 
iharaBtr, and (hould be . brought a liuk more ftnuard on the ^hiea) 
canvafs. To oontinue the .metaphor, this Tre^furyGeniUwutm has teea 
kept too fer in th^ back grcund, A hiftory ot his life,.pVf91t«g^ian(i 
educasticn, would pvove a bonne Iwcbe for the Public. 

3 ' Behold 
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Behold thepale Chin«&b ! tame ilaTes^f Powts, 
Who,: Kt a MaW'DARIK, m corners caw?r, 
^ Dropping to earth the-eye wilh '.awe^dad litad ; 
Wlik othirs^yaekl themselves ^r^pantingAight, 
Not vent'ring to turn back the fearful fight, 
Left a hugeUiuiderbttfsikoukl AnixiMwckdwA ! 

Such fouls la'^Sa i^rema inay-Jwe*liape>4o ^ ? 
Hade, hafte, the liiiMf^to twmUe^bus atthvee ! 

Oh! asla'NoMfANtWiirLiAM'^hiimblijigday'y 
At eve ihall folema Cuft»Bws ibuad the4uiell; 

And men, like -babes, be fofc'd^ta bed awtay. 
Soon as they hear ^ aoonitoiy beU ^ 

When llAfEs-PY to-PttrliantMBt^fliall ride, 
Ah ! may the Monarch by the Mob be efdf 
And, H allowed -the H^mj^qE a view, t 

Whether with ^tj/^an-eye,. me-eyc^^*f»oif 

And w411 not it be deemed a iiarifig^^hi&g 
To ogle through a^/^*«f://t*/pthe'*Kii^? 
And will not REBv.Jss's-foottts toJuvpfCE wn. 
And fwear the fpying-glafs a mmjtrws Gun f 

By thy fage cefmfid, -po^ffibfy ts/^Av, 

Like Damb Godlva, George may travel o% 

When, lo \> of curiofity a head, 
A Peeping Tom may from a window poke ; 
Then let the bullet or the fabre'a ftroke 

Difmifs the faucy Peeper to the dead. 

And iince his Majedy is fond of hunting. 
Ah, let his company no more be hunting / 

A Sweep may bear a very dangerous brufh ; 
Hutch BBS may pull a cleaver from the frocK ; 
JtAMMsk may launch atMAjEsxTa block, 

Orbafon<»rt| or pike-like pole may pufii ; 

Jack 
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1^6 rai covvBWTiov bxi^ 

Jack Ketch within bis pocket hide has (bine, 
And CoBLERS laimch their lap-ilones at their King ; 
Since /uck too often, by amlntion bom. 
Join Majesty, and Whoop, and Hound, and Hoais ( 

And, when our Kihg to U^epnwth ihall repair^ 
Forget not thou an order to the Mat' a, 
When in the tub the Royal Life embarks, 
To read the riot aa lojkrimps and Jkt^ks I 

And now may Go d your hearts, ye B& itons, turn ! 
Your fins in fackcloth and in aflies mourn ; 

Without a figh to MiNisTEKsy»^m// — 
Ye are but children yet, fo mend your ways ; 
Sing to the Lord (th' ExcHEQuuk's Loan !) with pntife; 

And go to fchool, good boys, to Goody Pitt. 

But, hark! a voice !—*^^ Ah, Pitt! tiiine arts are vain; 
^ BaiTONs dare fpcak, and, when opprefs'd, c^mpkuni 

" To Man the little privilege is pv'n : 
^ And, ihould a Miscreant curb it,-^dead to fhame) 
^ May Albion's Genius tear the Villain's frame, 

^ And fling it piece-meal to the fowls of Heav'n !' 

Whence is that folemn found, alas ! declare : 
The Ghost of AjuFbbd bids a Roeva iewars,. 



ii»« 
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